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�

Talking to The Wigmeister



The Wigmeister is a fierce German with a striking bald head who wears the worst toupee this side of Elton John. We find him weaving strands of hair into a lovely piece.



If you have not yet been to the Stylist....



Option 1

You: "Pardon moi, my officious-looking friend, but is this the address of the establishment I wish to address?

Wigmeister: "Zat all depends on you, heir hair-impaired one."

You: "Oh, so it's the old, "that all depends on me" bit, eh?"

Wigmeister: "No. Actually it's the old ‘are you smart enough to do the right thing to proceed successfully through the game’ bit."



Option 1.1

You: "Hmmm...Intelligence is such a relative thing."

Wigmeister: "That's because only your relatives have intelligence. Now, can I interest you in today's special offer?"

You: "Does it come with salad?" 

Wigmeister: "You idiot! This isn't a restaurant. It's a wig shop!"

You: "I guess that explains the hair in my soup."

Wigmeister: (exasperated) "My special allows you to purchase this wig for only one gold piece."



Option 1.1.1

You: "Wig? What could I possibly do with a wig?"

Wigmeister: (burning ) "I have one suggestion, but that would definitely take this product out of the realm of being a "family" game."

You: "Still, it is an intriguing thought... My very own wig."

Wigmeister: "So you're interested?"

You: "I don't know. Maybe several unsolicited testimonials from satisfied customers would make me feel more secure."

Insert a series of quick one shots. The first is a fat bald man wearing a bad , obvious wig.

Customer #1: "Ever since visiting the Wigmeister my head feels downright fuzzy."

The second man is shackled to a wall. His wig is long and stringy and he is being whipped by a guard as he speaks.

Customer #2: "Thanks Wigmeister, you've made me a new man...By the way, is it supposed to itch so much?"

The third man is trim and healthy and fighting with an off-screen presence.

Customer #3: "No way. I'm not putting that thing on my head. No! You can't make me....."

A gun fires and the man falls down dead. The Wigmeister walks into shot carrying a smoking gun.

Wigmeister: "Oh, well. Two out of three's not bad. (points gun to camera) So what's it going to be? Three out of four?"

Cut back to scared you.  The Wigmeister stands next to you smiling.

Wigmeister: "Convincing, weren't they?"

You: (shaken) "I'll buy it!.... Please?"

Conversation over. The Wigmeister sells you the wig.



Option 1.1.2

(with the feel of an infomercial)

You: "Will it even fit on my finicky head?"

Wigmeister: "Ah, that's the exciting part. The organic fibers are scientifically engineered to grip the scalp and hug it like a big ol' grizzly bear in heat."

You: "Ooooh! Sounds snug. May I try it on?"

Wigmeister: "Certainly!"

The Wigmeister places the wig on your head. He turns to an unseen audience.

Wigmeister: "Hey, what do you think? Is that a great wig or what?"

Quick cut to audience wildly applauding in approval.

You: (insecure) "You don't think it's a bit..."

Wigmeister: "No!"

You: (doubting) "It's not a little..."

Wigmeister: "Of course not!"

You: (vulnerable) "I really look...?"

Wigmeister: "Fantastic!!...Well, what do you say?"

You: "I..I..I'll buy it!"

Wigmeister: "Sold! For one gold piece!"

You buy the wig and leave with it on your head. Conversation Over.



Option 1.1.3

You: "One gold piece? For that filthy dish rag? I'd rather wear a small furry animal on my head."

Wigmeister: "Very well..."

The Wigmeister slaps a small furry animal on your head. You admire your new look in the mirror.

You: "Hello, sexy!"

Wigmeister: "Of course that'll cost you two gold pieces.”

You hand over the gold. Sound of a cash register going “Ching”.

Wigmeister: “A pleasure doing business with you. Now get out of my sight!"

The small furry animal leaps off your head and you chase the animal out the door. 

Conversation over. You leave without a new wig.



Option 1.2

You: "Smart? Of course I'm smart!"

Wigmeister: "Your shoe's untied. "

You: "Again?"

You look down. Instantly the Wigmeister raises his powerful arms and slaps his latest wig on your head. You are dazed.

Wigmeister: "I see you've chosen my special offer wig. That'll be one gold piece, Smarty-pants!"

You begrudgingly pay the Wigmeister and start to leave wearing the wig on your head.

You: "Next time I wear the sandals."

Conversation over. You leave the Wig Emporium.



Option 1.3

You: "I'll have you know, I was voted "Most Likely To Wear Rubber Undergarments" in High School."

Wigmeister: "Somehow, I'm not surprised."

You: "So, what's with all the wigs?"

Wigmeister: "This is a wig shop."

You: "Get out of town! A wig shop? What'll they think of next?"

Wigmeister: "Hopefully a sequel to this game without you in it. So, do you want to buy a wig or not? Today's special costs just one gold piece."

(Continues after 1.1)



Option 2

You: "I need some assistance. Have I come to the right place?"

Wigmeister: "Yah yah...this is the place."

You: "Oh, goody. I was getting tired of wasting turns trying to make headway in this infernal game."

Wigmeister: (confused) "Headway? What is headway?"

You: (grinning) "Oh, about six and a half pounds."

Rim shot! You chuckle and take a short bow to a smattering of off-cam applause. Suddenly a LOUD SIREN pierces the scene and several S.W.A.T.-type cops surround you and the Wigmeister, guns drawn.

Cop: "Freeze, Funny-face. Joke-Police. No one tells that old groaner and gets away with it. You're coming with us."

They slap hand cuffs on the stunned you and lead you out of the scene. The Wigmeister stares in thought and then begins to chuckle.

Wigmeister: (holds up wig) "Oh well....Hair today, gone tomorrow."

A whistle blows and one of the cops runs back into the shot, gives the Wigmeister a slap, then runs off again!

Conversation over. Cut back to you, standing outside the Wig Emporium.



Option 3

You: "Say! Nice rug! Mind if I run my vacuum through it?"

Wigmeister: "Rug? I don't have any idea what you are talking about."

You: "Oh, come on. Burt Reynolds wears a better toupee than you."

Wigmeister: "Obviously you have me confused with someone else. I am a wig-maker, not a wig-wearer."



Option 3.1

You: "Ohhh, I guess that explains the sign out front."

Wigmeister: "Precisely. I am the Wigmeister. (clicking his heels) At your service."

You: "Cool! So, Wig-man, you sure you're not wearing one of your wares?"

Wigmeister: "Where?"

You: (points to his head) "There!"

Wigmeister: "This hair is as natural as the hair on my head."

You: "I think that's my point. So, what'll it set me back to walk off with something stylish, yet unassuming?"

Wigmeister: "You are lucky, my friend. Today's special will allow me to part with my wig for one single gold piece. But you must act now."

You: "Act Now? Is that a slur on my performance?"

Wigmeister: "Of course not. Just a figure of speech. So, what'll it be?"

(Continues after 1.1)



Option 3.2

You: "Perhaps I reacted too quickly."

Wigmeister: "Darn tootin’ you did."

You: "Let me make it up to you. How about an apology?"

Wigmeister: "How about you buy something instead?"

You: "Of course! How insipidly insensitive of me. This is your business. Supporting your investment would certainly be the civil thing to do. (looking around) ...Tell you what, I'll buy that lovely door over there. What'll it set me back?"

Wigmeister: (angered) "I don't sell doors."

You: "Oh, I get your sales technique. Listen sir, I'm prepared to negotiate...Name your price!"

Wigmeister: "Get out of here before I get really mad. Go!"

You leave without a new wig. Conversation Over.



Option 3.3

You: "Yeah, right. And I am the inventor of rogaine."

Wigmeister: "It really doesn't matter whether you believe me or not. I am the Wigmeister!"

You: "I see. And I suppose you went to school for that honour or is this another whimsical title bestowed upon you after filling out a form in the back of some magazine?"

Wigmeister: "Wigs have been in my family for generations!"

You: "That explains the musty odour around here."

Wigmeister: "Obviously you aren't interested in doing business with me. Pity. I have so much to offer a person in your position. Now get out of my shop before I start singing with an oompah band."

You: "I think you're being a bit hasty...."

Wigmeister: "Very well! But don't say I didn't warn you!"

The Wigmeister signals and a three piece Oompah band walks in and starts playing loudly forcing you to finally flee. Conversation Over.



If you previously visited the Wig Emporium and ended up leaving without buying a wig (and if you haven’t visited the Stylist yet) then any attempts to talk to the Wigmeister will bring on the following conversation...



Wigmeister: “So! Now have you decided to acquire one of my wigs?”



Option 1

You: “Yes! It would make my whole head seem worthwhile!”

Wigmeister: “Very good... and now... you will pay!”

You: “One gold coin?”

He takes the coin and gives you a wig.

Wigmeister: “Danke. Here is your wig. I’m sure you’ll be very happy together.”

You leave with your new wig. Conversation over.



Option 2

You: “I’m still not sure. What can you offer me?”

Wigmeister: “What can I offer you? I can offer you craftsmanship, precision engineering, superior build quality...”

You: “What can you offer me for one gold coin?”

Wigmeister: “Our economy head warmer. Take it or leave it!”

You: “I’ll take it.”

Wigmeister: “I didn’t think anybody ever would!”

You give him the coin and he gives you the wig.

Wigmeister: “No refunds, exchanges, or money back guarantees. Tell you friends.”

You leave with your new wig. Conversation over.



Option 3

You: “Not yet.”

Wigmeister: “Then I will ask you again in a little while. Sooner or later you will tell me what I want to hear...”

Conversation over.



If you are not Thidney, and have already been to the stylist and arrive with a dreadful haircut...



Option 1

You: "Be honest. Do you think there's hope for my condition?"

Wigmeister: "On a scale of one to ten exactly how honest an answer were you looking for? "

You: (sobbing) "I'm doomed."

Wigmeister: "Come now. In matters of hair, there's always something that can be arranged....for a price!"

(Continues after 3)



Option 2

You: "Help me. I beg you."

Wigmeister: "Gotten Himmel! What has happened to your head?"

You: "You mean it's...it's... obvious?"

Wigmeister: "Friend, even a blind man would know your scalp is skimpy. Lucky for you it is at my door that you've arrived."

You: "Please, sir. Do what you must. I'll pay any price."

Wigmeister: "Ohhhh, in that case...."

(The Wigmeister grabs a sign that reads: SPECIAL WIG OFFER ONLY ONE GOLD PIECE! He flings it off camera.)

Wigmeister: "...You'll find my rates are quite competitive!"

You: "Here it is. One gold piece."

Wigmeister: "Perfect! You keep that one. A new wig costs all but one of your coins." 

The Wigmeister takes the rest of your coins in trade for a new wig. You leave broke, but with hair. Conversation Over.



Option 3

You: " Okay, now no wisecracks about my head, okay?"

Wigmeister: "But of course. Tell me though, did you intend to appear this way or is it common to look like a medical experiment where you come from?"

You: "Let's not speak of how I look now, but of how I might look,...Wigmeister!"

Wigmeister: "Ahhh, so you know who I am?"



Option 3.1

You: "Your reputation is well-known throughout these parts."

Wigmeister: (defensive)  "Then you're already aware of the malpractice suits. Believe me, I told her that too much wig glue might cause a slight chemical irritation. But did she listen? Noooo!"

You: "I know nothing of lawsuits, only that you're my best chance to save this scalp."

Wigmeister: "And why's that? Because I'm president of the company?"

You: "No. Because you're also a client!"**

You grab his toupee and pull it off.

Wigmeister: "Ahhh! How dare you dewig me!"

You: "Okay baldy, I need your help. And I need it now!"

Wigmeister: "Very well. But it's gonna cost you."

You: "Price is no object. I've plenty of gold."

Wigmeister: "Not any more. I'm taking all but one coin. Here's your wig, and there's the door!"

The Wigmeister takes your coins. You take the new wig and leave with just one coin. Conversation Over.



**(this is a joke that plays off a well-known American TV ad for a hair replacement club)



Option 3.2

You: "Of course. Now should we get down to business?"

Wigmeister: "Yes. Let's talk shop. I assume you are in the market for what I have to offer."

You: "You assume correctly... As long as we're both assuming the same assumptions, that is."

Wigmeister: " And you are able to meet my price?"

You: "No problem. I always travel with this..."

You show the Wigmeister a credit card.

Wigmeister: "Master Card?"

You: "No.  Peasant-Card!"  

Wigmeister: "I'm so sorry but I only accept Visa, Diners Club and that Sears thingie."

You: "Damn those application forms! But I must have new hair! I must!....Is there any chance that you accept these silly gold coins?"

The Wigmeister smiles and DOLLAR SIGNS flash in his eyes.

Wigmeister: "Well....If I have to..."

You: "Then it is done. Bring on my hair!"

The Wigmeister takes all but one of your gold coins. In exchange you get a new wig. Conversation over.



Option 3.3

You: "That's right! Which is why I have a hard time trusting the likes of you."

Wigmeister: "Trusting me? A little old wig maker from Brushencomb? I think you're a bit paranoid, my follicly challenged friend."

You: (very intense) "Oh, really? Isn't it true that you really aren't a cute and somewhat pudgy Wigmeister but a secret intelligence officer planted here by the government with hopes of infiltrating the underground movement and turning this town upside down, ruining innocent lives with your covert actions? Well? Isn't it!!!???"

Wigmeister: (cute and innocent) "I don't think so."

You: "Oh. I'll take a wig then."

Wigmeister: "Certainly. That'll be all your gold coins but one, please."

You give up the coins and the smiling Wigmeister hands over a wig which you put on.

You: "Thanks. I'll just wear it out."

As soon as you're gone the Wigmeister speaks into his wristwatch.

Wigmeister: "That one was a definite security risk. I'd keep that file active if I were you."

Conversation Over.



If you return to the Wigmeister and USE the hair clippings on him then he will greet you in this way...



Wigmeister: (salivating) "Ahhhh. More hair!"

You: "That's right. And it's freshly mowed too."

Wigmeister: "I think we can make a deal, my friend. I'll offer you anything you desire!"

You: "For this crap? You'll offer me anything?"

Wigmeister: "Hmmm. Good point. Tell you what, you can either have some money or this sign that may just come in handy down the road."



Option 1

You: "I'll take the money!"

Wigmeister: "You twit! You certainly are a dense one on the hints. Here's your lousy gold coin. (getting all drooly) Now leave me with my clippings. They make me feel so.... special."

You sneak off as the Wigmeister starts to fondle the hair in a kind of creepy way. The lighter relocates to some dangerous location (we would have used the sign to get it).

Conversation over.



Option 2

You: "I'll take the sign!"

The atmosphere instantly becomes like a game show. Bells ring. Lights flash.

Wigmeister: "Good choice, friend. Johnny, tell 'em what he/she/it's won!!!"

The following voice over accompanies product shots of a beautiful island, girls in bikinis, hotel on the beach, drinks with umbrellas, etc....

Announcer V.O.: "Well, Thidney/Shah-Ron, you've won an all-expenses paid vacation to the magical island of... Aruba! Yes, swimming, sailing and heavy drinking are the activities in store for you as you enjoy a week's stay at.... What?... Oh, sorry. Wrong prize. 

Cut to lovely game show gal holding a sign that reads: "Please Do Not Ask For Credit As A Punch In The Mouth Often Offends."

Announcer: "You get this sign! Hand-crafted. Kind of heavy. And of use somewhere... or not. From us to you...Enjoy your brand new sign!"

Wild applause.  The game show gal and Wigmeister flank you. You hold your new sign with the pride of a winner.

You: "This is the happiest moment of my life. Thanks, everyone!"

The tone instantly changes back to the normal wig shop.

Wigmeister: "Yeah. Yeah. Yeah. Now beat it, kid. Scram!"

Conversation over. You leave with your new sign.



Option 3

You: "I'll take the money...no, the sign...the money....Oh, I just hate making decisions. You chose for me!"

Wigmeister: "You've got to be kidding."

You: "It's just so difficult. What if I make a mistake? I'll never forgive myself. I mean the money might help me buy off some troll-like character later on, but what if the sign has some sort of magic power that I've yet to realise? On the one hand, I should go for the hard, fast currency, but there's something rather enticing about the unknown quality of the sign, don't you think?"

Wigmeister: "You infuriate me! Just take them both. Please!"

The Wigmeister hands you a gold coin and the sign that reads: "Please Do Not Ask For Credit As A Punch In The Mouth Often Offends."

You: "Oh, this is truly jolly. Now if I could only decide what to do next. On the one hand, I could stay and make friends with the townspeople, but on the other hand it might be prudent..."

Wigmeister: (exploding) "Just get the hell out of here before I blow you into a thousand tiny pieces!"

You: "Hmmm, now that's a nice idea. Thank you. I think I'll just be on my way."

You leave. Conversation over.



If there’s nothing else to be discusses with the Wigmeister, he will hush any further attempts at conversation with one of the following...



Wigmeister: “Silence! You will speak only when spoken to!”

Wigmeister: “We have ways of making you talk... I wish we also had ways of making you shut up!”

Wigmeister: “Do not speak to me any more! I know drinking songs from the old country that have more meaningful dialogue than you!”



Responses to Greetings from New Arrivals:

Wigmeister: "We have ways to make you talk...some other time!"

Wigmeister: "I have no use for the likes of you...or your hair."

Wigmeister: "You may think you know me, but you don't."



�Talking to 70's Policeman



The 70's cop (think Erik Estrada from CHIPS, toothy grin, mirrored shades and all) wanders around three adjacent Flaketown locations shouting through his bullhorn. (his initial dialogue will loop until you speak to him(?).



If you do not have the donuts or the bag of powder he will be shouting...



Policeman: "Please disperse. Nothing to see here. Move along."



If you do have the donuts (and either have the powder or not) he will shout...



Policeman: "Please disperse. Nothing to see here (sniffing the air) ...Mmmm, donuts!... Move along."



If you're holding the Bag o' Magic White Powder (and no donuts) the cop will arrive saying...



Policeman: "Please disperse. Nothing to see here. Move along. (then after a beat) Hold it right there! Yes, you with the bag o' magic white powdered substance. I'm afraid I'm going to have to beat you silly. You're busted!"

The policeman beats you silly. (Yes, you, silly.)

Cut to generic “Busted” sequence, relocate powder to somewhere dangerous.



So, let's assume you arrive with the donuts (with or without the white powder). The dialogue will go something like this...



Policeman: "Please disperse. Nothing to see here. (sniffing the air) ...Mmmm, donuts!... Move along."



Option 1

You: "What's a "hey now, happenin" enforcer of the law doing in a "get down and funky" place like this?"

Policeman: "I'm keeping these streets safe from pastry pouching riff-raff like yourself."



Option 1.1

You: "Riff-raff? Moi?" 

Policeman: "Is there an echo in here? Yes. Riff-raff. Scallywags. Incontinents."

You: "But I'm just a simple, jolly traveller."

Policeman: "Oh, really? Possession is nine tenths of the law, my friend, and you are clearly possessed."

You: "There surely must be some mistake. I've done nothing unlawful... except perhaps offing a few nasty ogres and cruising the Interforest Throughway above the posted speed limit."

Policeman: "Well, if you're sure you're not holding anything I might desire, get out of my sight before I cite you for being seen."

Conversation over. The policeman disappears until you encounter him again.



Option 1.2

You: "But I haven't done anything wrong, officer."

Policeman: "Oh, no? We'll just see about that. Give me your license and registration."

You: "I hate to be so historically anal. But cars won't be invented for another nine hundred years or so. By the way, if you're smart, you'll avoid those foreign jobbers. They cost an arm and a leg just to have a peak under the hood."

Policeman: "Yes, well there must be something you could give me..."

(continues after Option 2.2)



Option 1.3

You: "That's a bit like putting the fox in charge of the hen-house, isn't it, Fat-boy?"

Policeman: "I have a right mind to throw the book at you."

You: "Say, that's a good idea. The exercise might do you some good. (miming) And lift...and lift.. and lift..."

Policeman: "That's it!, pal You're busted!"

The cop gets really pissed off and hurls an enormous book which hits you on the head. Conversation over. The cop disappears until you encounter him again.



Option 2

You: "Hello, officer."

Policeman: "Good day, kind citizen. And what brings you to these strange and oh-so-flared-pants parts?"



Option 2.1

You: "What brings me? Why my own two legs of course!"

Policeman: "We have a place for literal minded loudmouths like you."

You: "Really? Does it come with a TV?"

Policeman: (suspiciously) "Hmmm...Your eyes look glassy. Are you on something?"

You: "Let me check. (looks down) Oh, so sorry. I didn't realise that was your foot. I suppose any reference to you being a flatfoot is totally out of the question."

Policeman: "If you know what's good for you."

You: " In that case. (sing-songy) Flatfoot! Flatfoot! You are a flatfoot!"

Policeman: "That's it! You're under arrest."

You: "What's the charge?"

Policeman: "Charge? No charge. I'm arresting you for free!"

Conversation over. Cut to generic “Busted” sequence.



Option 2.2

You: "I come in search of something to make me whole."

Policeman: "Hole, huh? Like bullet hole? Moth hole?...Donut hole?"

You: "Donut hole? No I hate donuts. Whole. Halved. Dipped in tepid coffee. Yuch! In fact I was hoping to get rid of these as soon as I find some person health-retarded enough to want to consume such large quantities of fried fat."

(You lift the donuts up. The Policeman draws his revolver.)

Policeman: "Freeze, doughboy!  Put those crullers where I can see 'em."



Option 2.2.1

You: "Oh, so it's the donuts you want, is it?"

Policeman: "That's right, Einstein. Now drop them nice and slow."

You: "Hey, man. Easy with that gun. Let's not do anything we might both regret later."

Policeman: "Yeah? Like what?"

You: "Like rent one of those Police Academy movies. What ever happened to Steve Guttenberg anyway?"

Policeman: "He's producing...Now give me the goods."

You: "Here you go."

You place the donuts down. He will eat them and say something like.

Policeman: "Yum....Jelly!"

If you put them down on the jetty, then the cop will eat the donuts, gain weight and fall through the rotted pier. His mirrored shades will land safely at the edge of the hole.

If you are anywhere else, he will eat the donuts, gain weight and then BURP LOUDLY in your face. Then he will say....

Policeman: "Mmmm....nothing like a little snack! Got any more?"

You: "More? Of course not. You ate them all you fat tub of lard."

Policeman: "In that case... Bucko, you're busted!"

If you are not on the jetty, but are also holding the white powder, the cop will eat the donuts, BURP LOUDLY and then say...

Policeman: "Something tells me those powdered donuts aren't the only white substance you're holding. You're busted!"

Cut to generic “Busted” sequence, relocate powder to somewhere dangerous.



Option 2.2.2

You: "Here. Take my wallet. I'm loaded."

Policeman: (waving his gun) "So is this. Except it doesn't come with annoying pictures of kids and grandma's inside it."

You: "You sure you don't want some money? Consider it a contribution to your retirement fund."

Policeman: "You're even dumber than I look. You're under arrest for bribing an officer of the law."

Conversation over. Cut to generic “Busted” sequence.



Option 2.2.3

You: "Wait a second. I barely know you. Aren't things moving a bit fast here?"

Policeman: "The only thing moving fast is your mouth. Now shut your trap and spread 'em."

(The cop moves to frisk you)

You: "Say, officer, is that Old Spice I smell?"

Policeman: "Like it?"

You: "Yeah! It brings out the tiger in me. Grrrrrrr!"

Policeman: "Well tiger, you'll feel right at home in your caged cell. You're busted!"

Conversation over. Cut to generic “Busted” sequence.



Option 2.3

You: "Well it certainly ain't your town's stellar entertainment."

Policeman: "Oh, a party animal are you?"

You: "I like the night life. I like to boogie."

Policeman: "I know your type. On the lamb. On the take. You're just looking to hustle someone, aren't you?"

You: "Why officer, I thought you'd never ask me to dance... Do the Hustle!"

Cut to sepia footage of people dancing. Old time dance music. Cut back to game and the policeman is gone.

You: “I guess he’s not big on dancing.”

Conversation over.



Option 3

You: "Hey, Captain Fuzz. Why aren't you poking around the pen like the other pigs?"

Policeman: "Hold the insults, buddy. I'm gonna read you your rights."

You: "Well let me know if you're having trouble with any of those big multi-syllabled words."

Policeman: (peeved) "You have the right to remain silent,... which I would seriously consider if I were you."

You: "If you were me then who'd be wearing your silly pants? Who's your tailor? Laurel and Hardy?"

Policeman: (seething) "You have the right to an attorney..."

You: "Sure I have the right to one. But who’s gonna pay the bloodsucking bastard? Say, can I put you down for a few thousand?"

Policeman: "That's it, smart-ass! Enough with the rights. Here's a left!"

The policeman pulls back and slams you with a left hook that could stop a train. Fortunately, there are no trains in Flaketown so you just get knocked out cold. Conversation over. The policeman disappears until your next encounter.



If you arrive with no donuts and no white powder then the conversation will go in this direction...



Policeman: "Please disperse. Nothing to see here. Move along."



Option 1

You: "I say, good man, may I have a moment of your time?"

Policeman: "Ah, I sense a concerned citizen swelling with civic pride."

You: "Well, actually I..."

Policeman: "You know, law enforcement is an exciting field filled with opportunities to bond with like-minded, gun-toting, sensitive brutes like me."

You: "That's nice but..."

Policeman: "Nice isn't even close. It's down-right fabulous! Should I send you an application for the force?"

You: "No. But you could direct me to a bathroom. I really gotta go."

Policeman: "Oh.... half a turn further round the CD, and slightly in towards the centre."

You: (running off) "Thanks."

Fade to black. Sound of toilet flushing. Fade up to reveal you are now standing in the toilets of the Jolly Mutant. Conversation over.



Option 2

You: "Officer! Officer!"

Policeman: "Not now. I'm on a very important case."

You: "But I'm in crisis."

Policeman: "Then call your shrink. I've gotta split the scene."

The cop leaves you. Conversation over.



Option 3

You: "Yo, bullhorn-boy. Put a cork in it!"

Policeman: "I wish I could stay here and engage in a meaningful conversation but I'm afraid I must attend to some real police business."

You: "That's okay. I just realised this is one of those wasted moves where nothing much happens."

Policeman: "You're not so stupid afterall. Bye."

The cop leaves. Conversation over.



If you wander back or re-encounter the Policeman he will say something like...



Policeman: "Hmmm....I've seen your mug before."

Policeman: "Well, well, well. Look who's back on the streets."

Policeman: "Now there's a face I haven't seen in a while."



Any further attempts to talk to the Policeman will elicit one of the following responses...



Policeman: “Quiet! Or I’ll bust you for wasting police time!”

Policeman: “You have the right to remain silent. I suggest you do so!”

Policeman: “Anything you say can be used in evidence against you. So shut up!”



Responses to Greetings From New Arrivals:

Policeman: "Carry on!"

Policeman: "Salute me, when you say that."

Policeman: "I hope you're within the boundaries of the law, my friend."

�Talking to the Mad Baker



Inside the Mad Baker's you will be greeted by a baker who just happens to be...well, mad. Picture Dr. Frankenstein with a "Kiss the Cook" apron. He wants to give you donuts.



If you are THIDNEY THE THNAKEMAN the choices of dialogue are as follows (though the consequences are all the same).



Option 1

You: "Greetings and thalivations!"

Baker: (takes one look at you and screams)  "Ahhhhhh!!!!!"

The Baker runs away and hides under the stairs leaving Thidney to find the donuts on his own.



Option 2

You: "Thay hey, thtrange thir!"

Baker: (takes one look at you and screams)  "Eeeeeeek!!!!!"

The Baker runs away and hides under the stairs leaving Thidney to find the donuts on his own.



Option 3

You: "Yo, Mixth Mathter Flasth."

Baker: "Good god, man. What on earth are you?"

You: "Ummmm...Hungry!"

The Baker screams and then hides under the stairs leaving Thidney to find the donuts on his own.



Attempts to speak to the cowering Baker will elicit these responses:



Baker: "Have you no respect, man? Leave me alone to tremble."

Baker: "You're on your own here, pal."

Baker: "Can't you see I'm busy being terrified?"



Thidney must find the donuts and figure out how to make the Gingerbread Hero on his own. (poor fellow)





If you are SHAH-RON the dialogue begins as follows...



Option 1

You: "What's with that glazed look in your eyes?"

Baker: (with two glazed donuts to his eyes like glasses) "Behold.... my masterpiece!""

The Baker dramatically holds the two donuts skyward. Extreme close up. Lightning flashes. Thunder roars. You drool.



Option 1.1

You: (lustful) "They're...they're...exquisite!"

Baker: "And they're mine. Mine I tell you! All mine!!!!"

You: "Yes that's quite nice, but I said... (clearing your throat) They're exquisite."

Baker: "You do realise you're repeating yourself."

You: "And you're not following the script. You're supposed to hand me the donuts now."

Baker: "Am not."

You: "Are too."

Baker: "Am not. 

You: "Are too." 

Baker: "Am not. Am not. Am not!!!"

Cut to Narrator consulting heavy bound tome marked ‘Kingdom O' Magic Script’.

Narrator (reading): “Ah yes, here we are... Shah-Ron says ‘They’re exquisite.’ and the Baker hands the donuts to her. It’s all here in black and white... well, crayon and white.” 

Cut back to the conversation.

Baker: "Ooops. Here you go. A dozen of my finest... Sorry."

The chagrined baker hands you the box o' donuts. Conversation over.



Option 1.2

You: "Mmm....Donuts!"

Baker: (intense) "Yes. Doughy freshness brought to life with these very hands. Do you realise what this means? Well? Do you?"

You: "You might win the blue ribbon at next year's dessert bake-off?"

Baker: "No, you idiot. My life's work has finally culminated in a practical application of every experiment I've ever performed. Years of mismatched batches of batter scientifically mixed together with painstaking sweat, determination, ...and just a pinch of salt. For the first time in my life, I have achieved a greatness that future generations will recall with the fondness and respect worthy of my good name!"

You: "You don't get out much, do you?"

Baker: (sheepish) "Does it show?"

You: "Hand me the donuts and no one will ever know."

The baker gives you the donuts. Conversation over.



Option 1.3

You: “Your voice is familiar. Didn’t you used to drive a cab?”

Baker: “I haven’t been in a taxi for years. These days I’m driving a silver sports model.”

You: “I must have you confused with someone else. Anyway, I’ve got to get back...”

Baker: “To the future?”

You: “No, to the mainland. It’s clear I’m wasting my time here.”

Baker: “Don’t go, I have so much to give you!”

You: “Such as?”

Baker: “Donuts!”

You: “Donuts?”

Cut to sepia footage of 50’s woman mixing dough, smiling, pulling donuts out of the over, etc. All American voice-over says “Mmmm! Donuts!” Cut back to game.

Baker: “Donuts! Whadaya say?”

You: “All right... I’ll take them.”

The Baker hands the donuts to you. Conversation over.



Option 2

You:  "What strange place is this?"

Baker: (Boris Karlof-esque) "Welcome to my laboratory. Did you get me the brain?"

You: "Brain?  Who do I look like? The Wizard of Oz?"

Baker: "You mean the man behind the curtain? Pay no attention to him."

You: “Pay no attention? But... oh, what’s happening to me! I’ve come such a long way but I don’t seem to be getting anywhere!”

Baker: “I think you need some baked goods to help you in your quest...”

You: “But where am I going to find those?”

Baker: “There, there. Don’t you see? You’ve had the donuts all along!”

You: “What?”

Baker: “Just dry your eyes and check your inventory.”

The donuts are now magically in your inventory. Conversation over.



Option 3

You:  "You have enough yeast here to raise the dead."

Baker:  "Actually, just Jerry Garcia. The others are on their own"

You: "Speaking of raises, how much are you getting to be in this game?"

Baker: "Union wages plus I get to date the trolls. What are you getting?"

You: "Between you and me....Donuts."

Lightning flashes. Thunder booms.

Baker: "Donuts?"

Lightning flashes. Thunder booms. Again.

You: "Yes. Donu... (catching herself)...round confectionery things. Can you help me?"

Baker: "But of course. Will a dozen do?"

You: "Well, I am putting in a lot of overtime on the action sequences."

Baker: "Say no more. I'll throw in a nice cinnamon cruller."

The baker hands you the donuts. Conversation over.



If you are Shah-Ron, have got the donuts but not created the Gingerbread Hero, then the Baker will ask you something like this....



Baker: "So, fine maiden is there anything else these hands can make you?"



Option 1

You: "That's all right. You've done so much all ready."

Baker: "Hello? I'm offering you anything you wish."

You: "Nope. Nope. Couldn't accept another thing. These donuts are more than enough. Really."

Baker: "For the last time, let my scientific talents be of some service to you."

You: "Well, since you insist... If two carriages leave Rivendull at noon, but one travels at five miles per hour and the other goes eight, but stops for two minutes every half hour, which will arrive in Flaketown first?"

Baker: "Begone, woman! You are daft!"

You: "Humph. Well you offered!"

Conversation over.



Option 2

You: "Got anything in a nice strong, sugar-coated bodyguard?"

Baker: (his eyes aglow) "Wait here! I'll be right back!"

Cut to the Baker's laboratory complete with huge sci-fi gizmos and sheet-covered operating table straight from the Frankenstein movies. The Baker makes a few final adjustments and throws a large switch causing the table to rise towards the ceiling. Lightning...thunder....Finally the table descends and the body beneath the sheet starts to move.

Baker: "It's...it's... alive! ...And goes really great with jam!"

The Baker whisks off the sheet revealing a six foot tall, buff Gingerbread Man....in a tux. Cut back to Shah-Ron. The Baker excitedly returns with the large Gingerbread Man.

Baker: What do you think?"

You: "I wouldn't throw him out of bed for turning into crumbs."

Baker: "I'm off. There's frosting to be made, damn it!."

The Baker disappears. Conversation over. (The conversation continues on the Gingerbread Hero page.)



Option 3

You: "Yeah, like I haven't heard that line before."

Baker: "No. Really. I'm on the up and up."

You: "That's exactly what I'm afraid of, Casanova."

Baker: "Fine. Be that way. But you're missing out on something I really think you need."

You: "Dream on, Dr. Baker."

Baker: "That's Master baker to you."

You: "That’s disgusting!"

Conversation over.



If you still haven’t got the Gingerbread Hero, you’ll just have to make him yourself.



If the Baker has nothing left to say, any further attempts to speak with him will be met with one of the following responses...



Baker: “Another useless discussion? I’ll pass if it’s all the same with you. In fact, I think I’ll pass even if it’s not all the same with you.”

Baker: "Oh, no. It's ‘Pointless Conversation II - the Sequel’."

Baker: "Leave me alone. I’m thinking about Marilu Henner."



Responses To Greetings From New Arrivals

Baker: “I have absolutely no idea who you are.”

Baker: “IT’S ALIVE, I TELL YOU... oh, of course you are... sorry, thought you were someone else.”

Baker: “Whatever.”

�Talking to the Gingerbread Hero



If you have the keen opportunity to encounter the Gingerbread Hero you will likely find yourself conversing with a six foot tall cookie in a smart tux who speaks with a Scottish brogue and has an affinity for martinis... shaken not stirred. He may (or may not) have "0007" monogrammed on his lapel.



Your main opportunity for discussion will occur if you're on the 7-11 QUEST. But if you are not on the 7-11 QUEST, your conversation with the Gingerbread Hero will sound like this...



Option 1

You: "My, you're a flaky one, aren't you?"

Gingerbread: "It runs in the family. You should see my father. He's French."

You: "Oh, a Parisian?"

Gingerbread: "No, a croissant. Excuse me..."

The Gingerbread Hero bolts out the door never to be seen again.



Option 2

You: "Aha, so it's you!"

Gingerbread: "Yes. We meet again, my friend. But this time the situation is decidedly in my favour."

You: "And why do you say that, Mr. Gingerbread?"

Gingerbread: "I'm fresh from the oven and you haven't showered for days. Pity."

You: "But you're forgetting one thing, old boy."

Gingerbread: "What's that?"

You: (evil) "I'm hungry."

Gingerbread: “Now you're forgetting one thing, old boy.”

Gingerbread Hero pulls a small gun on you.

Gingerbread: “You’d be biting off more than you could chew!”

Gingerbread walks away never to be seen again. Conversation over.



Option 3

You: "Oh great, now I get to hang around with a giant cookie."

Gingerbread: "How do you think I feel? I get to be with a giant idiot."

You: "Are you to be trusted?"

Gingerbread: "That all depends..."



Option 3.1

You: "I don't like the sound of that."

Gingerbread: "Well, I could say it in a high squeaky voice like this.... (in falsetto) That all depends..."

You: "No, you fool. That doesn't change a thing. I'm just not sure where you're coming from."

Gingerbread: "I'm a gingerbread man, damn it. I came from the oven. You really are thick, aren't you?"

You: "And you're filled with disrespect."

Gingerbread: "No. I'm filled with gingerbread. You're not paying attention."

You: "Listen, you're not making this very easy. Are you a little bit crazy perhaps?"

Gingerbread: "Oh, now that's a slur on my character. I don't have to stand for that kind of treatment... Get me a chair, someone."

Old man (reminiscent of Q from the Bond movies) comes in with a chair.

Old Man: “Here we are, the very latest in chair technology. It has adjustable height and tilt, the controls are hidden under the seat.”

Gingerbread: “Ingenious.”

Old Man: “Just try not to break it, double-oh oh seven.”

Old Man walks away. The chair explodes into nothing.

Gingerbread: “Remarkable. Now I just need a dangerous mission...”

You: “Join my quest?”

Gingerbread: “Don’t mind if I do. I’ll wait for you in the local tavern.”

Gingerbread Hero wanders away. Conversation over.



Option 3.2

You: "Depends on what?"

Gingerbread: "On whether you are an honest person seeking honest help or a sullied sod in search of some scum to do your dirty work."

You: "Is this a trick question?"

Gingerbread: "Now tell me, what sort of soul are you?"

You: "I don't think it's any of your business."

The Gingerbread Hero pulls a small gun on you.

Gingerbread: "Then I think it's time we made it my business."

You gulp audibly.

You: "Look. I'll do whatever you say, chum. Just be careful with that gun."

Gingerbread: "All right, friend... Why don't you put your hands behind your head, close your eyes and say a nice little prayer."

You do as he says. As soon as your eyes are shut, Gingerbread takes out a small tiperillo, slips it in his mouth and points the gun to his face. It's a gun-lighter.

Gingerbread: "Now you just keep thinking nice thoughts while I figure out what to do with you...chum!"

He blows a smoke ring at you as he skips out the door never to be seen again.

Narrator: “It’s all right, he’s gone.”

Conversation over.



Option 3.3

You: "Oh, here we go. Another low life pastry trying to shake me down for money. Well don't waste your breath, pretty-boy. Nothing you say could break me. Nothing!"

Gingerbread: "I know about the sheep."

You: (hastily) "Would one gold piece be sufficient?"

You hand the cookie a gold piece.

Gingerbread: “You’re a good sport, as these negatives clearly show!”

He hands you a batch of negatives. You hold them to the light and stare at them longingly.

You: "Beatrice...."

The Gingerbread Hero leaves. Conversation over.





If you are on the 7-11 QUEST your conversation will go as follows:



Option 1

You: "Hey there, fine fellow. I am in serious need of a few good blokes to join my quest. What say you?"

Gingerbread: "I'd love to help, old sport, but I'm afraid I've some other plans in store."



Option 1.1

You: (smacking your lips) "Don't make me mad. I haven't eaten in a week and you're starting to look like lunch."

Gingerbread: "Then again, suddenly my calendar seems frightfully clear. Can I bring anything to your little soiree?"



Option 1.1.1

You: "Your brute strength and quick wits is all I need."

Gingerbread: "That's fine for you but what do I get out of the deal?"

You: "What are you talking about? It'll be fun. We'll go after the bad guys. Be a team. Like Starsky and Hutch, Cagney and Lacey..."

Gingerbread: "...Abbott and Costello? I love them. Come on. Who's on first."

You: "What?"

Gingerbread: "No. What's on second. Who's on first!"

You: "I don't know. Who?"

Gingerbread: "That's what I'm telling you. Who!"

You: "You're giving me a headache. I have to go lie down."

You walk away with a pained look on your face.

Gingerbread: (self-satisfied) "Heh heh heh. Works every time.... He-e-e-ey Abbott!"

The Gingerbread hero disappears for now. You re-enter the scene. Conversation over.



Option 1.1.2

You: “I don’t know... what have you got?”

Gingerbread: “I’ve got style, rugged good looks, charisma, and a special ball-point pen that shoots tranquilliser darts.”

You: “Really? Show me!”

Gingerbread: “My pleasure...”

Your POV as he shoots the dart at you. Fade down to black.

Gingerbread: (Voice Over) That was easy... perhaps a little too easy...”

Sound of footsteps walking away, a door slams. Fade up to your recovery. Gingerbread Hero is gone. Conversation over.



Option 1.1.3

You: "Some Johnny Mathis records would be nice."

Gingerbread: "Come now, wouldn't an arsenal of exotic gadgetry be more helpful? I've got an exploding peach pie."

The Gingerbread Hero reveals a lovely pie.

You: "Yeah right. And the world is round, huh sugar-boy?"

Gingerbread: "No. Honest. This pie is a real live bomb. Comes in handy at those 4-H events. Clears a room like nobody's business. "

You: "Lemme see that...."

You grab the pie from the Gingerbread Hero.

Gingerbread: "No. Don't bite it!"

Cut to sepia footage of a mushroom cloud rising up from a bomb blast. The words “GAME OVER” are superimposed on the screen.

Narrator (voice over): “Well, what did you expect? Johnny Mathis indeed!”

Conversation over. Game over.



Option 1.2

You: "And there's nothing I can offer to persuade you?"

Gingerbread: "For starters you could remove that sharp object from my rib cage."

You step back and put your knife away.

You: "So you'll join me?"

Gingerbread: "You do speak a persuasive argument. How are the fringe benefits?"

You: "Terrific health plan, two weeks off a year, and all the milk you can dunk in."

Gingerbread: "Well, you only live twice. I'm in!"

You: “Go to the tavern in Flake Town. I’ll join you soon.”

Conversation over. The Gingerbread Hero leaves for Flake Town.



Option 1.3

You: "Give me a break. You're a talking cookie. What plans could you have?"

Gingerbread: "Oh, just a little trifle with a truffle. Lovely girl. I think she's sweet on me."

You: "Come on. You're the most well-respected Gingerbread Man in the world."

Gingerbread: "Sorry, mate. But I've retired. Maybe Moore is free. Or Timothy Dalton. I hear he's doing stain remover infomercials. Great stuff too. Really works." 

You: "What about your sense of adventure? The call of danger? The residuals?"

Gingerbread: "I'm afraid my double "O" days are done.  But not to fret. I'll still offer my assistance."

You: "Great! Then you'll join my quest?"

Gingerbread: " No. I'll help you take off a few of those evil extra pounds. Your midriff is starting to look like a midway. Here's the name of my fitness friend."

Close-up of business card.

You: (reading the business card in Voice Over) "Dr. No-Fat Diet?"

Gingerbread: "He's the best in the business. Well, I must be going. Remember, stay away from Eclairs. Nasty calories... but lovely girls. Which reminds me..."

The Gingerbread Hero bolts out the door never to be seen again. Conversation over.



Option 2

You: "Will you join me?"

Gingerbread: "Frightfully sorry to disappoint you. But my dance card is filled at the moment. Perhaps some advice will suffice?"

You: "Shoot...no, wait. The way the puns are flying in this game I better rephrase that. ...Go ahead, what's the advice?"

The Gingerbread Hero leans forward in a friendly sort of way and then BONKS you on the head, knocking you to the floor.

Gingerbread: "Never trust a cookie in a tuxedo."

The Gingerbread Hero straightens his bow tie and then runs out the door never to be seen again. Conversation over.



Option 3

You: "Who the hell are you?"

Gingerbread: "The name's Bread. Ginger Bread."

You: "You're a dapper chap. Can I interest you in a proposition?"

Gingerbread: "Slow down, speedy. Let's downshift to first gear. How about a little drink first?" 

You: "Sure. A pitcher of martinis would do the trick. How do you take yours?"

Gingerbread: "Hmmmmm.....Shaken, not stirred."

Cut to a quick sepia shot of audience applauding.

Gingerbread and You: (bowing) “Thank you. Thank you. Thank you all.” 

You: (to camera) “Come on. You knew we'd work that line in somehow.”

Gingerbread: "It had to be done."

You: "Okay, you’ve said your bit, now will you join my quest?"

Gingerbread: "Certainly. Meet you in the Flake Town tavern?"

You: “Just as we discussed. See you later.”

The Gingerbread Hero sets off for the tavern. Conversation over.

�Talking to Marshghast



The first time you are able to get inside the Marshgast's tower unfried by his wizardry you will find the old, fragile Marshghast ranting and rambling on in this manner...



Marshghast: "Pox on the masses who threaten to take away my longjohns. I'll pour tar on their nasties and... and ... and... something else that rhymes with cheese. 



Option 1

You: "Excuse me, but you're not making much sense, old man."

Marshghast: "Oh, that's all right. But I've already been to Cleveland and frankly the water was tepid. Which is why I insist that the world must be mine!"

You: "You truly are a nutcase."

Marshghast: "First I suggest we build an arsenal. You do have an arse, don't you?

You: "That's rather personal don't you think?"

Marshghast: "I'll show you mine if I can see yours."

Cut to a still picture of a pair of ancient buttocks, superimposed with “Exhibit A - Marshghast’s Behind”. Cut to sepia footage of a woman screaming. Cut to you, downstairs again.

You: "That was quite ugly. I feel faint."

Conversation over.



Option 2

You: "Good morrow, kind sir."

Marshghast: "That's right, Neal. I love your brownies. Of course in my day we could conjure a cloud of dust from a cat's coughed up hairball.   Ah... ah... ah... Bleaurgh!"

He coughs up something that looks vaguely like a wet, hairy sock. We might want a reaction shot from You, rather than actually showing this!

Marshghast: "Oh, there it is! And I thought the dryer ate that sock. Now where was I? Oh yes, right here."

He offers you his disgusting sock.

Marshghast: "Hungry?"

You: " No. Nauseous....Goodbye."

You escape downstairs. Conversation over.



Option 3

You : "Yo, feeble one, what's shaking?"

Marshghast: "Apparently, I am. Nerves aren't what they used to be. But then again, what is? I remember when eye of newt was a nickel. Now, you can't get the bugger's eyelash for that price."

You: "Me thinks you've been locked away at high altitudes a tad too long, oh, Bent-Over-One."

Marshghast: "Ey? Speak up. Your lips move but gibberish comes out. You're lucky though. At least something comes out of you. My prunes aren't quite doing the trick if you catch my meaning."

You: "I'd rather not."

Marshghast: "Eh? You're filled with snot? Oh, joy! Someone who likes to discuss body fluids. Pull up a chair. Let's talk phlegm!"

Cut to sepia shot of woman in the audience screaming. Cut back to you, now downstairs.

You: “That was a close one!”

Conversation over.



If you try and take any object from the tower while Marshghast is present, he will warn you in any of these manners....



Marshghast: "Now... don't be a sneaky snakey!"

Marshghast: "I saw that!.... I think..."

Marshghast: "I wouldn’t touch that if I were you!"



If you ignore his threats and take something anyway then he will say something like this...



Marshghast: "How dare you defy me!"

Marshghast: "That was your last mistake."

Marshghast: "Prepare to meet thy doom!"

The Marshghast now launches an all-out magic attack on you which is the equivalent of a really bad skin rash. He will attack you on sight from now on.



If you get into the tower and have not taken anything and the Marshghast putters out of the bathroom and spots you, then the dialogue zips by like this....



Marshghast: "Why does the damn toilet paper always run out on me? (seeing you) Aha? What's this? Me thinks you're messing in places you doesn't belong."



You make up the best excuse you can....



Option 1

You: "Wait a minute. You mean this isn't my hotel room? Someone should really scold that bellboy."

Marshghast: "Ha, service here is lousy. And the rooms all smell like some old fart who hasn't bathed in aeons."

You: (feeling ill) "Yes...I noticed."

Marshghast: "Do you know my mum? She dances the hokey pokey while the world spins out of control, getting closer and closer to my fiendish clutches."

You: "Yes. I see. Well, talking with you has certainly changed my mind about euthanasia. Cheerio!"

You escape downstairs. Conversation over.



Option 2

You: "Am I in trouble?"

Marshghast: "No, you're in my tower. Trouble is next door. Knock loads though, the old fool is nearly deaf!"

You: "Thanks. I'll just be on my way then."

You escape downstairs. Conversation over.



Option 3

You: "Who? Me? I'm not real at all. You're just having one of those antacid flashbacks."

Marshghast: "Damn. Will the sixties never leave me!? Going to Woodstockade was the worst decision of my life!"

You: "Well, I best take my leave then."

Marshghast: "Wait! Wouldn't you like to hear about my bunions?"

You: "Actually, I..."

Dramatic shot of ancient, smelly, twisted toes!

Marshghast: "This little bunion went to Harvard... This little bunion went to Yale...This little bunion knows you're lying, and now I'll turn you into a snail."

He unleashes a magic assault on you. From now on he will attack you on sight.



If the Marshghast comes out of the bathroom and you've already pocketed something then you're caught. He'll say something like this...



Marshghast: "Phew....Must remember to stay away from refried beans.... (seeing you) Well, well, well. Looks like you've taken something that isn't yours. I may be a senile, old, fool but ...but....  Oh bother. I can't remember the rest. Anyway, you're screwed!"

He unleashes an all out magic attack that does you much harm indeed. From now on, he will attack you on sight!

�Talking to Jack



If you happen upon the happy-go-lucky Jack and you do have the cow then your conversation will proceed thusly...



Option 1

You (pleasant): "Top of the day to you of smallish stance. What news have you to share?"

Jack (smiling madly): "Kind sir. The only news I own is that which will be my own end for I have surely gone and done it this time."

You: "Trouble, young man?"

Jack: "No thanks. I already have some. Tons in fact. Even though I promised my mother I wouldn't do anything dumb, I went and  traded our family cow for a few silly beans. Lucky for me they're not just regular beans."

You: "Oh, ho! Magic beans, eh?"

Jack: "No. Fava beans. Ooooh! I have got to be the stupidest, dullest, dumbest, half-witted...."

You: "Imbecillic?"

Jack: "Thanks....Imbecillic idiot this side of the village idiot."

Cut to quick shot of the Village Idiot twirling his hair and drooling.

Village Idiot: "Duh....Hello."

Cut back to Jack.

Jack: "Dumb...Dumb...Dumb...Dumb..."

You: “I can see you’ve got a lot on your mind. Or perhaps not, as the case may be...”

Conversation over.



Option 2

You: "Hail young boyish friend with a bad haircut."

Jack: "Good day to you kind traveller of questionable gender. And isn't it a truly glorious, wondrous, big fat smily yummy kind of day?” 



Option 2.1

You: "I don't know what cult sunk their hooks in you but perhaps it's time you woke up and smelled the tofu. The day is not so great, my friend. Look around you. Pestilence. Hunger. Cable TV. The world's a mess."

Jack: "Hmm. Perhaps the stranger speaks truth. Things aren't so grand."

You: "There you go. A little reality milkshake courtesy of yours truly."

Jack: "You know, this whole fairy tale existence is actually quite a sham. Truthfully, I've always hated being Jack with the Beanstalk.  All that lying and deception.  Fe Fi Fo Fum...Feh!  You want to see a happy ending?"

He reaches into his satchel and pulls out a pair of pearl white pumps and slips them on his feet.

Jack: "From now on, call me Jackie!"

Conversation over. Jackie dances off singing. You leave with nothing.



Option 2.2

You (feeling nauseous): "Hey, kid. Do you mind turning it down a notch? Unless the sight of half-digested ratatouille dribbling over your shoes makes you giddy."

Jack: "Please don't blame me for my overly optimistic outlook. I'm a glass-is-half-full kind of guy. See?"

Jack smiles broadly and then breaks into a sobbing fit.

You: "Hey, knock off the tears. You're ruining that lovely torn shirt of yours. You know it's amazing what they're doing with burlap this season."

Jack: "Oh, kind sir. I am in deep, deep caca. I sold our family cow for these two beans, Siegfried and Roy."

You: "Siegfried and Roy?"

Jack: "They're magic beans. Wanna see Roy saw a lady in half?"

You: "No. But I can give you the number of a really good psychiatrist. He's Freudian, so don't offer him a cigar."

Jack: "No problem. Siegfried's allergic to smoke."

You: “Of course he is.”

Conversation over.



Option 2.3

You: "Whoa! Happy-boy, who died and made you a member of the Brady Bunch?"

Jack: "Me? I'm just a giddy, happy, hapless chap. Don't you share my bright and cheery outlook?"

You: "I don't share anything unless someone has the same last name as me and even then it's iffy."

Jack: "But I have something to share that could make your journey brighter."



Option 2.3.1 

You: "Oh goody! I love presents. Whatcha got?"

Jack: "Beans."

You: "No, really." 

Jack: "Really. Beans. Magic beans which I'd be glad to let you have for that cow of yours."

You: "Ha. Ha. Ha. That's a good one. Beans for a cow. You think I'm some tourist who just got off the bus don't you? What? Do I have a big old sign on my back that says "sucker"?"

Jack: "I'll throw in an album of ABBA's Greatest Hits."

You: "Sold!"

You trade the cow for the beans.

Jack: “I’ll just go and get that album for you. Won’t be long...”

Jack and the cow wander away, never to be seen again! Conversation over!



Option 2.3.2

You: "Hmmm... You seem trustworthy enough. What great offering do you have that will brighten my path?"

Jack: "A gift subscription to Reader's Digest. Personally, I find the joke page especially enlightening."

You: “Thanks, but I already subscribe. Anything else?”

Jack: “Couple of magic beans?”

You: “What do they do?”

Jack: “They’d be easier on your pocket than that bulging cow you’re carrying...”

You: “You’re not wrong. My tailor’s always complaining!”

Jack: “Wanna trade?”

You: “Okay!”

You trade the cow for the beans. Conversation over. Jack wanders away, never to be seen again.



Option 2.3.3

You: "You're gonna make my journey brighter? Who's gonna make you brighter? Tell you what, Brainiac. If your IQ hits 70, sell!"

Jack: "Very well. But you don't know what you're passing up."

You: "No, but if you don't do something about that breath I do know why I'll be passing out. Phew! I'll speak to you later. I need a breath of fresh air."

You move away from Jack. Conversation over.



Option 3 

You: “Hey, buddy... wanna buy a cow?”

Jack: “A cow? You have a cow?!”

You: “Yes, amazingly enough, I have a cow.”

Jack: “Oh joy! Oh happy day! Finally my troubles are over!”

You: “If it means that much to you, the price is going to be high!”

Jack: “I’ll give you everything I have!”

You: “Sounds good to me.”

You give the cow to Jack. He gives you the magic beans.

You: “What’s this? Beans?!”

Jack: “Not just beans... magic beans! Anyway, must go now. Don’t forget to write....”

He hurries away with your cow, and out of the game. Conversation over.



If you find Jack but don't have the cow, then the conversation goes in this direction...



Option 1

You: "Hi, ho hapless lad. Why so drawn and gaunt?"

Jack: "You see, kind sir, my diet has been greatly impacted by the years spent eating nothing but legumes. Beans in the morning. Beans at night. Beans. Beans. Beans....But now that I've tossed such meatless notions aside, there is nothing I crave more than some juicy red meat. 

You: "Hmmm...I've no beef products on me and I don't suppose a tofu burger would hit the spot?"

Jack: (repulsed) "Take your sullied soy protein and be gone!"

Conversation over.



Option 2

You: "What say you, young friend?"

Jack: "I say, 'what a lucky day it will be for the person who has a cow with which to make a superb trade.' "

You: "Cow, huh? Okay, I’ll look out for one."

Conversation over.



Option 3 

You: "Hello, Simple Simon."

Jack: "Hey, I'm no pie-man. I'm Jack."

You: "Jack?... Jack?.....Doesn't ring a bell, kid. Got a last name?"

Jack: "...And the Beanstalk."

You: "Ohhhh, that Jack." 

Jack: "Listen, I really need some help. You got a cow?"

You check your pockets.

You: "Nope. Sorry. No cow. But I do have a nice photo of Mary's little lamb. Isn't she a cutie?" 

You show Jack a photo from your wallet. 

Jack: "Yeah. Nice looking kid."

You: "Actually, a kid's a goat. She's a ewe."

Jack: "She's a me?"

You: "No. A ewe. Do we really have to do this old bit?"

Jack: "Sorry. It was just so easy. Well, no cow, huh?"

You: "No."

Jack: "Then I'll see you around, kid."

Jack leaves. Conversation over.



If you’ve exhausted the your conversation with Jack (and he therefore is still cow-less) any attempts to engage him in idle banter will result in one of the following...



Jack: "Let me tell you something; it’s worse to have had a cow, and lost it, than never to have had a cow at all."

Jack: “I think we’ve said everything that needs to be said... let’s not push it!”

Jack: “Hey! The world is divided into two kinds of people - those with cows, and those without! It isn’t fair, but it’s the way things are, so don’t try and tell me otherwise!”



Responses To Greetings From New Arrivals

Jack: "Hey, that’s no way to speak to a man without a cow."

Jack: "Sorry, much as I’d love to chat to you, I’m busy right now!”

Jack: “Is that supposed to make me feel better? Because, let me tell you, it doesn’t!”

�Talking to the Bouncer



The Bouncer is a muscularly challenged brute who stands guard at the 70's disco. He isn't one for conversation and refuses entry to anyone not dressed appropriately. 



If you attempt to gain entrance to the disco but aren't dressed in 70's garb then the talk goes like this....



Bouncer: “Uh... stop.”



Option 1

You: "I got that Night Fever...Night Fever... Say hey, m'man. Where can I shake my groove thing?"

The Bouncer blocks your path with his immense body.

Bouncer: "As far away from here as possible."

(Continues after 3)



Option 2

You: "Is this the entrance to the disco?"

Bouncer: "Not for you."

(Continues after 3)



Option 3

You: "Coming through. Make way. V.I.P alert..."

The Bouncer stops you by grabbing you by the throat.

Bouncer: "V.I.P.?... Very Idiotic Putz?"

You: (in choked voice) "Heh, heh...That's me..."



Option 3.1

You: "Come now, there must be something that will change your tiny mind?"

Bouncer: "Doubtful."

(Continues after 3.3)



Option 3.2

You: "There's absolutely no way I'm getting inside?"

Bouncer: "Not in those duds. Now, scram!"

Conversation over.



Option 3.3

You: "Well, Sinbad. I've heard it's not who you know but how much you're willing to dish out. Know what I'm saying?"

Bouncer: "Oh, a bribe, eh?"



Option 3.3.1

You: "How about I offer you this gold coin..."

He takes your coin and pockets it.

Bouncer: "Gee, thanks.... But you're still not getting in dressed like that. Get out of my sight!"

Conversation over.



Option 3.3.2

You: "Here's a small token of my appreciation."

You hand him one of the objects you've acquired. He pockets it.

Bouncer: "Just what I've always wanted....(he whistles nonchalantly, and then) Are you still here?"

You: "But I just bribed you."

Bouncer: "So? You're still not fit to get in. Adios!"

Conversation over.



Option 3.3.3

You: "Well, what do you know. Look what I found in my pocket with your name on it..."

You give the Bouncer an object that you've acquired. He admires it and tucks it away. He doesn't budge from the door.

Bouncer: "I'll count to ten and if you're still here dressed like that, I'll make sure you leave on crutches."

Conversation over.



If you try talking to the Bouncer he will respond with one of the following...



Bouncer: "Are you talkin' to me? Are you talkin' to me? Get lost, loser!"

Bouncer: "I thought I told you to make like an egg and beat it."

Bouncer: "I don't want to tell you again to get out of my freakin' face."



If you return, but still aren't dressed properly then the Bouncer will say things like....



Bouncer: "Nope. You're still on the outside."

Bouncer: "You call that a change?"

Bouncer: "You're blocking my light. Get out of here."



If you arrive at the disco dressed properly....



Option 1

You: "Well? What do you think? Am I on the A-list?"

The Bouncer gives you the once-over, then grunts:

Bouncer: "Go on."

He opens the door for you. Conversation over.



Option 2

You: "Check me out, then check me in!"

The Bouncer gives you the once-over, then grunts:

Bouncer: "Okay. Okay. You're in."

He opens the door for you. Conversation over.



Option 3

You: "I'm ready to boogie-oogie-oogie."

The Bouncer gives you the once-over, then grunts:

Bouncer: "Yeah, whatever."

He opens the door for you. Conversation over.



Responses to Greetings From New Arrivals

Bouncer: "What do you want?"

Bouncer: "Get out of here!"

Bouncer: "Buzz off!"



�Talking to the High Steward



The High Steward is an obnoxious, unctuous, detestable bastard. He is also just 6 inches tall. Thanks to a nifty angle, when the player first sees him, he appears to be of immense height and stature. He will address you in this nasty fashion.



Steward: "What's this then? You're not allowed in here!  Tell me, are you as much of a pea-brained moron as they say? Come on, you fool! Speak up! I'm not deaf!"



Option 1

You: "I'm not sure you should be addressing me in that tone."

Steward: "Who the hell are you to speak back to me? I've had heads removed for lesser offences!"

You: "You really don't scare me."

Steward: "Oh, no? I suppose you want me to rip your flap-happy tongue out myself then?"

You: "I think we both know how physically impossible that would be...."

The angle of the scene shifts revealing the Steward's true height.

You: "..your Low-ness!"

Steward: (burning) "You foul-mouthed, puss-filled wart!"

Continues after 3



Option 2

You: "You're a rather rude sort."

Steward: "How dare you call me rude. I have a right mind to cut you off at the knees!"

You: "I'd be frightened but it looks like someone's already cut yours off."

The angle of the scene shifts revealing the Steward's true height.

Steward: (boiling) "Are you calling me short?"

You: "If the height fits..."

Steward: (throwing a fit) "I hate you! I hate you! I hate you!"

Continues after 3.



Option 3

You: "No. Your hearing is not the shortcoming that immediately comes to mind."

Steward: "I heard that! And don't think I don't know what you mean to imply, you rat-faced, scum-sucking vermin."

You: "Tsk..tsk..tsk...The mouth on you. Didn't your mother teach you anything about manners?"

Steward: "Just to put the toilet seat down..."

You: "And how'd you manage to reach the rim?"

The angle of the scene shifts revealing the Steward's true height. He seethes.

Steward: "Bastard! Insult my height and you're marked for life. I might be small, but I'll bite your damn finger off, you pansy!"



Option 3.1

You: "I'm afraid I've no patience for the evil likes of you. "

The Steward opens his mouth to retaliate but you kill him swiftly. Conversation over.



Option 3.2

You: "Are you through?"

Steward: "Your intolerant manner suggests a perverted past. I need not remind you that I am a powerful and malicious ruler always in search of like-minded servants to do my bidding. What would it take for us to see eye to eye?"

You: "Probably about four or five feet,... give or take an inch."

Steward: "Swine! Mock me again and you'll see what I'm really made of!"

You: "No thanks. I know a better way to see what you’re really made of..."

You kill him and there's a bloody mess (which we don't have to see).

You: "Yup. Just what I thought. Blood and guts..."

Conversation over.



Option 3.3

You: "So if you're that small, does that mean everything is teensie weensie?"

Steward: "The last time someone made an insinuation on my manhood I burned an entire village to the ground."

You: "Oh, a weenie roast!"

Steward: "Stop it! Stop this height-impaired name calling or I'll be forced to unleash my most lethal weapon, which will certainly tear your disgusting hide to pieces."

You: "Is that a threat on my life?"

Steward: "You dimwit! Of course it is!"

You: "Well, in that case..."

You kill the tiny sucker.



�Talking to Elf Guard #1



The first Elf Guard is positioned outside the gates of Don Elrondo's house. He is heavily armed and constantly chews a toothpick.



Elf Guard 1: (tough guy)  "Yo, I trust youse ain't stupid enough to try and get inside this bash without an invitation and a wedding gift. That would be very dumb indeed."



If you have neither an invitation or a wedding gift, or just one and not the other, you respond thusly....



You: "Invitation and gift? Heh, heh...Of course I know that.  I'm no jerk... However I am a bit asthmatic and seem to have left my inhaler at home. I'll be right back."

You leave quickly. 



Before leaving, if you try to offer him the ELVEN GIFT VOUCHER he will be forced to turn away from you and say...



Elf Guard 1: "At this time I ain't looking at that, and I gots nothing more to say to you."



If you arrive (or return) with both the gift and invitation then the guard greets you this way...



Elf Guard 1: "I'm sure you know nobody gets inside without a wedding invitation and a gift."



Option 1

You: "You think I'd come all this way unprepared?"

Elf Guard 1: "Yeah, you look like the stupid kind."

You: "Well, surprise, Guido! Feast your peepers on this."

You pull a piece of paper from your pocket. He inspects it.

Elf Guard 1: "That's a dry cleaning receipt."

You: "Oops. Gotta remember to pick up those shirts on Thursday.... Here's my invite!"

He looks it over.

Elf Guard 1: "Okay. Go up to the house. You can leave your gift there."

Conversation over.



Option 2

You: "Of course. And that's exactly how it should be."

Elf Guard 1: "So?..."

You: "So, here's my invitation, here's my gift ( a lovely crystal gravy boat, but don't tell anyone). Now, where's that buffet table?"

Elf Guard 1: "Go on in..."

Conversation over.



Option 3

You: "No, but if you hum a few bars..."

The Elf Guard draws his gun on you.

Elf Guard 1: "I hate that joke!"

You: "Sorry. I had no idea you were humorously challenged. Listen, Spock, I don't want to get off on the wrong foot. Couldn't we just start over?"

Elf Guard 1: "And go all the way back to the beginning of the game? Try again, smart ass."

You: "Tsk..tsk..Someone didn't have their morning espresso. Look. I've got an invitation. I brought a tasteful yet artsy present. What more do I have to show you?"

Elf Guard 1: "I can think of a number of things, but none of them are particularly pleasant. Go on up to the house."

Conversation over.



If you have the Elven Gift Voucher with you....



Elf Guard 1: “Word on the street is that you’ve got something for me...”



Option 1

You: "Maybe you're talking about this."

Elf Guard 1: "The Elven Gift Voucher! "

You: "That's right. I guess that makes me entitled to some special offer. What do I get, a nice cache of soaps?"

Elf Guard 1: "Are you kidding? With that voucher we'll hit anyone you like."

You: "No. No. No. I'm very much a pacifist. Couldn't I use it for a soup and sandwich platter or some nifty nic-nac that might make a lovely Christmas gift."

Elf Guard 1: (exasperated) "Listen, you idiot. You got the voucher, now tell me who you want to send swimming with the fishes."

You: "Oh,... a swimming lesson. That's much better. Sure, I've got a great suggestion."

Continues after 2



Option 2

You: "Let me think this through...You're an elf, right?"

Elf Guard 1: "No, I'm the Pope. Of course I'm an elf."

You: "Then I assume my Elven Gift Voucher is redeemable here."

Elf Guard 1: "That and any bottles and cans you got. We're big on recycling. So, who do you want us to hit?"



Option 2.1

You: "Actually,  I had a painful tax audit at the Internal Revenue Service...

Elf Guard 1: "Say no more."

Cut scene: IRS office. An officious and matronly woman with half-glasses perched low on her nose sits behind a paper-cluttered desk with a loud, clunky adding machine. A mile's worth of adding tape shoots from the machine as she goes about her work.

IRS Woman: "Ha! Ha! Ha! Another idiotic tax return. These people are putty in my fingers!!"

A suspicious Elf dressed as a delivery boy enters. He presents the woman with a box of flowers.

IRS Woman: "Flowers? For me?"

Elf Guard 1: "Yeah. Consider it an early return."

He quickly leaves. She opens the box. KABLOOOM! The screen fills with smoke and fire and we all know she's now paying taxes in hell.

Conversation over. Game Over?



Option 2.2

You: "Well, there is this used car salesman...

Elf Guard 1: "Not any more, there ain't!"

Cut scene: Used Car lot. A typically cheesy salesman in plaid polyester pants is showing an obvious clunker to a person we don't see yet.

Salesman: "I mean, look at the workmanship in this baby."

He kicks the tire and the hubcap falls off.

Salesman: "Heh, heh...You know, they don't even make these anymore. That makes it a classic."

Reveal that he's been showing the car to a suspicious-looking Elf in sunglasses.

Elf Guard 1: "Perhaps you'd be kind enough to start the car for me. I'd like to hear the engine."

Salesman (getting in): "Are you kidding. This car doesn't hum...it purrrs!"

He turns the key and the car ignites into a million fire-blown pieces.

Conversation over. Game over?



Option 2.3

You: "Now that you mention it, there's a dragon I know...."

Elf Guard 1: "Consider it taken care of."

Cut scene: Dragon wandering down a narrow street. He stops to squeeze some oranges.

Dragon: "How much for these?"

Peasant: "Take these with my love."

Just then, a horse and cart pulls up. In slow motion, we see the dragon turn around. Several hoods jump out of the cart and shoot the dragon with crossbows. Wonderful tight shot of the dragon crumpling to the ground and being covered with falling oranges. The hoods get back into the cart and speed away, as concerned passers by rush to the aid of the fallen dragon. Cut to a later scene of the wounded dragon lying hospitalised in his mountain hall, helpless to intervene as you clean out his treasure store and hurl suggestive comments at him. Cut to the Narrator for some suitable words of closure. Conversation over. Game Over!!!



Option 3

You: "Listen, you're cute and all that, but I'd really like to get going. I hate to miss the part where the groom gets nauseous."

Elf Guard 1: "That attitude of yours is gonna get you in trouble."

You: "As long as it gets me in-side. Capishe?"

You rush inside the gate and will present the voucher to the next guard.



Responses to Greetings From New Arrivals:

Elf Guard 1: "Hey! Where do you think you're going?"

Elf Guard 1: "You ain't on the guest list. Get outta here!"

Elf Guard 1: "Sorry, bub. You're not getting past me."



�Talking to Elf Guard #2



The second Elf Guard is on sentry duty outside the door to Don Elrondo’s office. If you still have the wedding gift on you he will say....



Elf Guard 2: (not looking up) "Presents go on the table."

You place the gift on the table.



After depositing the gift, or if you left the present with the first guard, the Elf will say this....



Elf Guard 2: "So, you're here for the ceremony, huh?"



Option 1

You: "That's right. Unless you know something I don't."

Elf Guard 2: "Of course I do! I was the Jeopardy $100,000 Champ, two years running."

You: "Balls!"  

SFX: Game show buzzer.

Elf Guard 2: "What are round spherical objects used in sports and sperm production?"

You: "Quite impressive."

Elf Guard 2: "That's exactly what Alex Trebeck told me."

Conversation over.



Option 2

You: "Nothing like a good wedding."

Elf Guard 2: "Nope. Nothing like it...Except maybe a gangland slaying."

You: "Yeah. Hard to decide which has more bloodshed..."

Conversation over.



Option 3

You:(sarcastic) "No. I came for the snacks. I hear the chef makes a mean creme brulee."

Elf Guard 2: "Oh, a wise guy, huh?"

You: "Well, I'm a member of Mensa, if that's what you mean."

Elf Guard 2: "You know, I don't like you."

You: "That's funny. I don't like me either. My therapist says it's your basic self-loathing complex stemming from my parents' constant need to tell me how worthless I was. Go figure."

Elf Guard 2: "Do you ever shut up?"

You: "Not really. I even talk in my sleep."

Elf Guard 2: "Get out of here before I fill you with lead."

You: "Actually, I only take unleaded."

SFX: Gun being cocked...

You: "Sorry."

Conversation over.



If you do not have the Elven Gift Voucher or already used it with the first guard, then the second guard simply lets you inside.



If you still have the Elven Gift Voucher than the conversation proceeds thusly...(with some of the same fancifully funny dialogue from before)



Elf Guard 2: "Sure. Go ahead. Unless you got something you want me to have..."





Option 1

You: "Maybe you're talking about this."

Elf Guard 2: "The Elven Gift Voucher! "

You: "That's right. I guess that makes me entitled to some special offer. What do I get, a nice cache of soaps?"

Elf Guard 2: "Are you kidding? With that voucher we'll hit anyone you like."

You: "No. No. No. I'm very much a pacifist. Couldn't I use it for a soup and sandwich platter or some nifty nic-nac that might make a lovely Christmas gift."

Elf Guard 2: (exasperated) "Listen, you idiot. You got the voucher, now tell me who you want to send swimming with the fishes."

You: "Oh,... a swimming lesson. That's much better. Sure, I've got a great suggestion."

Continues after 2



Option 2

You: "Let me think this through...You're an elf, right?"

Elf Guard 2: "No, I'm the Pope. Of course I'm an elf."

You: "Then I assume my Elven Gift Voucher is redeemable here."

Elf Guard 2: "That and any bottles and cans you got. We're big on recycling. So, who do you want us to hit?"



Option 2.1

You: "Actually,  I had a painful tax audit at the Internal Revenue Service...

Elf Guard 2: "Say no more."

Cut scene: IRS office. An officious and matronly woman with half-glasses perched low on her nose sits behind a paper-cluttered desk with a loud, clunky adding machine. A mile's worth of adding tape shoots from the machine as she goes about her work.

IRS Woman: "Ha! Ha! Ha! Another idiotic tax return. These people are putty in my fingers!!"

A suspicious Elf dressed as a delivery boy enters. He presents the woman with a box of flowers.

IRS Woman: "Flowers? For me?"

Elf Guard 2: "Yeah. Consider it an early return."

He quickly leaves. She opens the box. KABLOOOM! The screen fills with smoke and fire and we all know she's now paying taxes in hell.

Conversation over. Game Over?



Option 2.2

You: "Well, there is this used car salesman...

Elf Guard 2: "Not any more, there ain't!"

Cut scene: Used Car lot. A typically cheesy salesman in plaid polyester pants is showing an obvious clunker to a person we don't see yet.

Salesman: "I mean, look at the workmanship in this baby."

He kicks the tire and the hubcap falls off.

Salesman: "Heh, heh...You know, they don't even make these anymore. That makes it a classic."

Reveal that he's been showing the car to a suspicious-looking Elf in sunglasses.

Elf Guard 2: "Perhaps you'd be kind enough to start the car for me. I'd like to hear the engine."

Salesman (getting in): "Are you kidding. This car doesn't hum...it purrrs!"

He turns the key and the car ignites into a million fire-blown pieces.

Conversation over. Game over?



Option 2.3

You: "Now that you mention it, there's a dragon I know...."

Elf Guard 2: "Consider it taken care of."

Cut scene: Dragon wandering down a narrow street. He stops to squeeze some oranges.

Dragon: "How much for these?"

Peasant: "Take these with my love."

Just then, a horse and cart pulls up. In slow motion, we see the dragon turn around. Several hoods jump out of the cart and shoot the dragon with crossbows. Wonderful tight shot of the dragon crumpling to the ground and being covered with falling oranges. The hoods get back into the cart and speed away, as concerned passers by rush to the aid of the fallen dragon. Cut to a later scene of the wounded dragon lying hospitalised in his mountain hall, helpless to intervene as you clean out his treasure store and hurl suggestive comments at him. Cut to the Narrator for some suitable words of closure. Conversation over. Game Over!!!



Option 3

You: "Is it your birthday?"

Elf Guard 2: "No."

You: "Wedding anniversary?"

Elf Guard 2: "I'm not married."

You: "Annual Celebration of the Saints of St. Elf?"

Elf Guard 2: "That's next Tuesday."

You: "Isn't there some reason to celebrate?"

Elf Guard 2: "Ummmm.....I cut my fingernails." 

You: "There we go! Here, as a token of such an auspicious occasion, have this Elven Gift Voucher!"

Elf Guard 2: "For me? Gee, thanks. So who do you want us to hit?"

Continues after 2.



Responses to Greetings From New Arrivals:

Elf Guard 2: "Hey! Show some respect!"

Elf Guard 2: "What's your problem? Get out of here!"

Elf Guard 2: "I ain't got no patience for you."

�Talking to Troll 1 - Cedric



More people should be called Cedric; it’s a great name, especially for a seven foot troll who looks as though he wasn’t so much the result of procreation as erosion! His voice is faintly reminiscent of that excellent English bouncer in Wayne’s World 2, you know, the one who delivered that classic line “Of course, the shopkeeper and his family were a different matter; I had to beat them to death with their own shoes!”

If you are trying to pass him, or remain stationary for any time in a location where Cedric is, he will come over and forcefully engage you in conversation with opening lines like...



Cedric: “Excuse me...”

Cedric: “A moment of your time...”

Cedric: “I’d like a word with you...”



If this is the first time we’ve encountered Cedric, the conversation should run as detailed below.



Option 1

You: “Hello, Mr Troll. How are you today.”

Cedric: “Hello to you, small adventurer. Er... what was the question again?”

You: “How are you today?”

Cedric: “Ah yes. I am very well today, thank you for asking... er... that was it, wasn’t it?”

You: “You’re doing fine!”

Cedric: “Well, yes. And now, I believe I’m supposed to behave in a hostile manner, threaten to eat you perhaps?”

You: “As a troll, you’d be well within your rights to do so.”

Cedric: “All right... um... it just doesn’t feel right, that’s all. I mean, we’ve only just met, and you’ve been very polite and helpful...”



Option 1.1

You: “Hey; do you want to talk about it?”

Cedric: “Not really. I find my limited vocabulary makes it difficult to properly express the full complexity of my innermost self.”

You: “You could have fooled me!”

Cedric: “Indeed. So instead, I shall hit you repeatedly about the head and neck.”

He attacks you. Cut to combat screen.



Option 1.2

You: “Maybe, instead of submitting to society’s stereotypical view of troll behaviour, you should examine your own needs and desires?”

Cedric: “Perhaps you’re right. I shall become introspective for a moment...”

You: “Go right ahead...”

Conversation over. Cedric sinks into deep thought for a short while - long enough for you to get away, if you hurry! If he is outside, and the sun comes up during his contemplation... tough luck, he turns to stone!



Option 1.3

You: “Come on then, you fairy!”

Cedric: “Are you calling me a fairy?”

You: “I am. Are you going to do anything about it?”

Cedric: “Let me think...”

You: “In your own time...”

Cedric: “A plan is forming...”

You: “I can hardly wait...”

Cedric: “Er... yes, I believe I shall bludgeon you continuously until you stop moving and breathing.”

You: “Let’s rock!”

He attacks you. Cut to combat screen.



Option 2

You: “So! What’s the troll business like these days? Are you capturing many unsuspecting adventurers?”

Cedric: “That was... two questions, wasn’t it? I would appreciate it if we could deal with enquiries on a one-by-one basis, to avoid any confusion on my part.”

You: “I understand completely.”

Cedric: “That is indeed where you have me at a disadvantage... but I digress. The question facing us now is, what should I (a large, hungry troll) do with you (a small, tasty adventurer)?”

You: “It is a bit of a poser.”

Cedric: “It certainly is. Any thoughts?”



Option 2.1

You: “You’re probably supposed to beat me into submission, then eat me!”

Cedric: “If you say so...”

He attacks you. Cut to combat screen.



Option 2.2

You: “Um... no, sorry - I don’t know.”

Cedric: “Me either.”

Narrator: “I can offer it to the other teams for a bonus point; what is a large, hungry troll supposed to do with a small, tasty adventurer..?”

Cut away to a wide shot of quiz-show studio with two other teams; the SCi Test Department (Chris and Ben) and the SCi Accounts Department (Mark and Ruth). A buzzer sounds and the camera zooms in on Chris and Ben.

Chris: “The troll’s supposed to beat him to death and eat him.”

Narrator: “Correct!”

Cut back to conversation screen.

Cedric: “Ah yes, that’s right.”

You: “Want to take a shot at the title?”

Cedric: “Let’s go!”

He attacks you. Cut to combat screen.



Option 2.3

You: “A lot more than you, that’s for sure!”

Cedric: “What exactly do you mean by that?”

You: “I have a lot of thoughts, you have none: ergo, I have a lot more thoughts than you.”

Cedric: “I see. Now... er, where were we?”

You: “I can’t recall. You think back and let me know if you remember anything.”

Cedric: “Uh... yeah, okay.”

Conversation over. Cedric sinks into deep thought for a short while - long enough for you to get away, if you hurry! If he is outside, and the sun comes up during his contemplation... tough luck, he turns to stone!



Option 3

You: “You’re very ugly, aren’t you?”

Cedric: “That’s really meant more as an insult than a question, isn’t it?”

You: “Got it in one, big fella!”

Cedric: “I just like to clarify these grey areas, before I swell up with rage and pound you to an unidentifiable mush.”

You: “Very wise.”

Cedric: “Anyway, where were we?”

You: “I was insulting you.”

Cedric: “Oh yes. Now, do you have some form of ID that you would like to put to one side before we begin, or do you want them to use dental records to figure out who you were?”

You: “Quit talking and start fighting, fairy!”

Cedric: “Let’s.”

He attacks you. Cut to combat screen.



If you tricked Cedric by asking him to try and recall what he was talking about, then later find yourself in the same location as him when he has finished remembering, events will unfold as follows....



Cedric: “Ah! It’s you! I remembered what we were talking about and, basically, I was about to attack you! Shall we continue?”

You: “Must we?”

Cedric: “We must. I suggest we go back to the bit where I say ‘That is indeed where you have me at a disadvantage... but I digress’ and take it from there.”

You: “Very well.”

Cedric clears his throat.

Cedric: “That is indeed where you have me at a disadvantage... but I digress. The question facing us now is, what should I (a large, hungry troll) do with you (a small, tasty adventurer)?”

You: “It is a bit of a poser.”

Cedric: “It certainly is. Any thoughts?”

Continues on from Option 2



If you tricked Cedric by asking him to search his inner feelings and find out what he really wanted to do, then later find yourself in the same location as him when he has finished contemplating, events will unfold as follows....



Cedric: “Ah! It’s you! I did as you suggested and examined my own needs and desires, but was pleasantly surprised to discover that these perfectly match society’s stereotypical view of troll behaviour! Isn’t that funny?”

You: “So you’re going to attack me after all; how predictable!”

Cedric: “Yes, but don’t you see? I’ll be doing it because I want to, not because I feel I should. I don’t think you realise just how much you’ve helped me...”

You: “Get on with it then.”

Cedric: “Right-o!”

He attacks you. Cut to combat screen.



If you manage to break away from the fight or just plain survive without either of you killing each other, Cedric will say something along the lines of...



Cedric: “You fight well, friend. I respect you as a brother combatant, and all that sort of stuff. Let’s take a few moments to consider the futility of conflict...”

Conversation over. Again, this is your chance to run away! If you hang about for more than a moment, Cedric will continue....

Cedric: “Okay, I’ve considered the futility of conflict and decided to beat you up regardless.”

He attacks you. Cut to combat screen.



If, miraculously, you manage to survive for another round of fighting, he will pause briefly to say the following...



Cedric: “It’s been an honour, pounding someone like you into the ground. You... *sob* you’ve been the best opponent a troll could ever have *sniff*.”

He pauses for a moment, overcome by emotion, bonded with you like gladiators of old, a grim mixture of love and respect welling up inside...

Cedric: “So. To the death, this time. Ready?”

He attacks you. Cut to combat screen.



At the end of this combat, only one of you should be left alive!



Standard Greetings Upon Arrival

Cedric: “Uh... carry on with whatever you were doing. Don’t mind me...”

Cedric: “So! We meet again!”

Cedric: “It is I, Cedric! Fear me!”

Cedric: “It’s all right everyone, it’s only me!”



Responses To Greetings From New Arrivals

Cedric: “Yeah, welcome.”

Cedric: “It’s good to see you.”

Cedric: “Er... hello.”

Cedric: “Fancy meeting you here.”





�Talking to Troll 2 - Neville



If Alexi Sayle was a troll (and there are those that say he might be) he would be remarkably like Neville. Neville is your bog-standard Marxist-Leninist Reactionary Troll with a Scouse accent and a penchant for thuggery. If we dally in a location where he is, he will wander over to us and engage us in conversation, thusly...



Neville: “Oi! You there...”

Neville: “Have you got a minute, pal?”

Neville: “Hey! I want a word with you...”



If this is the first time we’ve encountered Neville, the conversation should run as shown below....



Option 1

You: “Hello, Mr Troll. How are you today.”

Neville: “Fraternal salutations, comrade. I am oppressed by the imperialist ruling classes who bombard us with the propagandist myth of an existential consumer society, but otherwise I’m fine. How are you?”

You: “Very well, compared to you.”

Neville: “Great! Just great! You don’t fancy a fight do you?”



Option 1.1

You: “Can’t we just be good friends?”

If Shah-Ron says this to Neville, he will clamp his hands over his face and staggers away moaning and groaning “Don’t say those words! Just tell me you hate me but don’t say those words!”

Neville: “Nah, I think a fight would be better. Hit me with your best shot.”

You: “This is going to hurt me more than it hurts you...”

Neville: “That’s the general idea.”

He attacks you. Cut to combat screen.



Option 1.2

You: “We must not fight, we must unite! They try to divide us but we will be strong... Solidarity, brother!”

Strong, male-voice choir builds up behind the dialogue in workers-of-the-world-unite-style anthem.

Neville: “So what you’re saying is that, by struggling against one another, we are actually empowering our common enemy, the oppressive capitalist society?”

Anthem is rising to crescendo...

You: “That’s it, that’s it! Let us rise up!”

Anthem cuts out suddenly with record-scratch sound effect.

Neville: “No, I’m sorry but I can’t see it myself. I think I’m going to beat you up after all.”



Option 1.2.1

You: “No! Don’t attack me! I bruise so easily!”

Neville: “That’s good to know. Shall we begin?”

He attacks you. Cut to combat screen.



Option 1.2.2

You: “Could you excuse me for just a moment?”

Neville: “Certainly.”

Neville becomes static for a moment, allowing you to escape if you’re quick.



If you are too slow or if you manage to escape but then encounter Neville again, he will drag you into a conversation as follows...



Neville: “Right! Where were we? Ah yes, I was about to beat you vigorously and thoroughly. Let us begin...”

He attacks you. Cut to combat screen.



Option 1.2.3

You: “Come and get it, you Commie bastard!”

Neville: “Prepare to be extensively remodelled.”

He attacks you. Cut to combat screen.



Option 1.3

You: “All right, but you better bring some friends, you big woose!”

Neville: “Who are you calling a woose?”

You: “I’m calling you a woose, and I have new scientific research which proves you’re a woose.”

Cut to toothpaste-commercial-style men in white coats and cheesy computer graphics proving Neville is more woose-like than several other leading wooses.

Neville: “In that case, there’s only one thing left for me to do...”

Cut to washing-powder-commercial-style presenter asking, “Does your troll lack in attack? Is he light on fight? Is he, in short, a woose?” Intercut with sad, wimpy-looking troll. “Then you need... HOMI-CYDOL!” Quick cut to packet shot, with two HOMI-CYDOL caplets in the foreground. “With new, easy-to-swallow HOMI-CYDOL, you can turn the timidest troll into a psychopathic street-fighter.” Quick morph from timid troll to psychopathic street-fighting troll. Cut back to packet shot with the jingle “do-do-do-do-doo, always HOMI-CYDOL.”

Cut back to the significantly tougher troll that Neville has become.

Neville: “That’s much better. I feel like I could easily destroy a hundred people; I’ll start with you...”

He attacks you. Cut to combat screen.



Option 2

You: “Hello. You look like a troll of the world; what can you tell me about this neighbourhood?”

Neville: “It’s a fairly quiet place, I suppose. You know that Don Elrondo lives near here?”

You: “No, who’s he?”

Neville: “Are you trying to tell me that you haven’t heard of Don Elrondo, the Godfather of the elves, the head of all organised and disorganised crime west of the mountains, the wisest of the wise guys who lives in rustic luxury at his secluded villa in Rivendull?”

You: “Never heard of him.”

Neville: “Well, you have now. He lives right nearby, and there’s always something going on there - weddings, funerals, random old men keeling over in the tomato gardens...”

You: “Sounds like a blast! Maybe I’ll visit him sometime...”

Neville: “Oh, I doubt you’d get in. He’s a bit particular about who he receives.”

You: “He wouldn’t see you either, huh?”

Neville: “I resent that. And when I resent something, I like to lash out, violently and indiscriminately if at all possible.”



Option 2.1

You: “You wouldn’t hit someone wearing glasses, would you?”

Neville: “You’re not wearing glasses.”

You: “Ah, but you are!”

Neville: “You’re right. Let me consider this situation for a moment...”

Neville becomes static for a moment, allowing you to escape if you’re quick.



If you are too slow or if you manage to escape but then encounter Neville again, he will drag you into a conversation as follows...



Neville: “All right. I’ve given the whole ‘glasses’ matter a great deal of consideration and have reached the conclusion that I’m going to thump you anyway.”

He attacks you. Cut to combat screen.



Option 2.2

You: “How do you solve a problem like Maria?”

Neville: “How do you hold a moonbeam in your hand?”

You: “And how do you make her stay?”

Neville: “And listen to what you say?”

You: “How to you keep a wave upon the sand?”

Neville: “Actually, I couldn’t care less. Let’s have a fight.”

He attacks you. Cut to combat screen.



Option 2.3

You: “Hey! Four eyes!”

Neville: “What?!”

You: “Yes you, you moron!”

Neville: “You’re askin’ for it!”

You: “Yeah? What are you going to do? Recommend me to your hairdresser? I’d be so scared!”

Neville: “That’s it! YOU’RE TOAST!!!”

You (to camera): “Well, if fighting is inevitable, you may as well get your insults in first.”

Neville: “You’ll need a closed casket when I’m finished with you!”

He attacks you. Cut to combat screen.



Option 3

You: “Hi there. Rubbish haircut.”

Neville: “I’m sorry? I didn’t catch that. Would you repeat it?”

You: “I said, hi there. Rubbish haircut.”

Neville: “This haircut?”

You: “Yup.”

Neville: “MY haircut?!”

You: “That’s right.”

Neville: “RUBBISH?!”

You: “I think we understand each other.”

Neville: “Oooh, I’m gonna hurt you!”

He attacks you. Cut to combat screen.



If you survive fighting with Neville, then subsequently attempt to talk to him, he will shush you with one of the following, deep and meaningful responses....



Neville: “We have fought, one on one, and lived to see another day. Let’s not trivialise things with small talk.”

Neville: “We have nothing further to say to each other, fellow combatant.”

Neville: “You fought well, friend. Go on your way and we’ll say no more about it.”



Standard Greetings Upon Arrival

Neville: “A’right there!”

Neville: “It’s only me!”

Neville: “A’right everybody!”



Responses To Greetings From New Arrivals

Neville: “Are you looking at me?”

Neville: “Come here and say that!”

Neville: “Ah, you big fairy, you!”

�Talking to Troll 3 - Morriss



Unlike Neville, Morriss is your bog-standard Australian-Bawdy-Beer-Guzzling Troll with a Sydney accent and a penchant for barbies. If we dally in a location where he is, he will wander over to us and engage us in conversation, thusly...



Morriss: “All right there, cobber.”

Morriss: “G’day, sport, got a minute?”

Morriss: “Can I have a word, mate?”



If this is the first time we’ve encountered Morriss, the conversation should run as shown below....



Option 1

You: “Hello, Mr Troll. It’s a pleasure to meet you.”

Morriss: “The pleasure’s all yours, mate.”

You: “Whatever. Do you have any helpful advice for me?”

Morriss: “Yes. Always make full use of your body armour when confronted by a hungry troll.”

You: “But I haven’t got any body armour.”

Morriss: “Rippah! Let’s fight!”

He attacks you. Cut to combat screen.



Option 2

You: “That’s a very distinctive accent. I didn’t think they had trolls in Canada.”

Morriss: “You big galoot, I’m not from Canada, I’m from Oz!”

You: “Ah yes, the place with the Wizard?”

Morriss: “Not that Oz... Oz, ‘the land down under’! And if you say ‘under what’ I’ll punch you to death, all right?”



Option 2.1

You: “Excuse me but... under what?”

Morriss: “Right! You asked for this!”

He attacks you. Cut to combat screen.



Option 2.2

You: “Er... under what?”

Morriss: “Right! You asked for this!”

He attacks you. Cut to combat screen.



Option 2.3

You: “So tell me, hat boy... under what?”

Morriss: “Right! You asked for this!”

He attacks you. Cut to combat screen.



Option 3

You: “Your mother was a convict and your father was... also a convict!”

Morriss: “Inaccurate but, oh I don’t know, I do miss them both, especially mumsie.”

You: “Pray, don’t tell.”

Morriss: “She used to wear this beautiful dress with arrows on it...”

You: “If you must reminisce, please do it quietly.”

Morriss: “Mmm, yes, I can see her now...”

Conversation over.



If, having got Morriss thinking about his mother, you should subsequently try to talk to him again, he will silence you with one of the following responses...



Morriss: “Don’t disturb me now! Ah, she was a real beaut, she was....”

Morriss: “Shut up, you! I’m sorry mother, what were you saying...?”

Morriss: “Not now, mate! Strewth, she was a real looker, my old mum was...”



Standard Greetings Upon Arrival

Morriss: “G’day everybody, it’s me!”

Morriss: “A big HELLO to all the Bruces and Shielas out there!”

Morriss: “Morriss is me name, tinnies are me game!”



Responses To Greetings From New Arrivals

Morriss: “OK sport, I’ll stick another shrimp on the barbie for ya!”

Morriss: “All right mate, mine’s a beer!”

Morriss: “We have an old Abo tradition back home... but I can’t remember what it is!”

� Talking to the first 10 Orcs



Rather than do ten individual dialogue sections for each of the ten lesser orcs, we have here a nice generic database of insulting remarks that they can all draw on for inspiration.

If you try to pass one of them, or remain stationary for any time in a location where any of them are, they will come over and forcefully engage you in conversation with opening lines like...



Orc: “Prithee! What manner of creature have we here?”

Orc: “Egad! Fancy meeting something as grotesque as you here...”

Orc: “Forsooth! If it isn’t a helpless adventurer!”

Orc: “I say! You’re a horrid one, aren’t you!”

Orc: “A new victim, I’ll wager! C’mere, you!”

Orc: “Hey, ugly! Yeah, I’m talkin’ to YOU, with a hey nonny nonny!”

Orc: “Upon my soul, what’s that smell..? Methinks ‘tis you!”

Orc: “Your face is familiar - it reminds me of my dog’s arse, I’ll warrant!”

Orc: “Gadzooks! Your ugliness is so bad as to be worthy of a song or two!”

Orc: “Verily, and suchlike, thou art surely one aesthetically challenged individual!”



If this is the first time we’ve encountered a lesser orc, the conversation should run as detailed below.



Option 1

You: “Steady on! I don’t want any trouble!”

Orc: “Then you-sah, have come to the wrong place, don’cha’know! Trouble is what I have, trouble is what I am, and - by cracky! - trouble is what I’m going to give you!”

He attacks you. Cut to combat screen.



Option 2

You: “Now, wait just a minute...”

Orc: “Sorry, old chum, time’s against you. I’ve got to beat you up and be quick about it! Rules, you know; out of my hands...”

He attacks you. Cut to combat screen.



Option 3

You: “You goblin-types make me sick!”

Orc: “Goblin?! I’m an ORC, dammit!”

You: “Same thing, just bigger and uglier.”

Orc: “You’re a bad one, and make no mistake! Well, you’re in for it now! I’m going to smack you something silly, and we’ll see how smart you are after that!”

He attacks you. Cut to combat screen.



If you survive the attack, well done! From here, the next lesser orc that introduces itself to you will run into the following conversation...



Option 1

You: “Haven’t we met somewhere before...?”

Orc: “It’s possible. I’ve been somewhere before.”

You: “It’s just that you look very similar to an orc I saw earlier.”

Orc: “It couldn’t have been me.”

You: “Why not?”

Orc: “Because you’re still walking around, talking, breathing, and the like.”

You: “Ah!”

Orc: “Ah indeed! Defend yourself, you scallywag!”

He attacks you. Cut to combat screen.



Option 2

You: “I’m sure I’ve seen you around...”

Orc: “I think not. Perhaps you’ve bumped into one of the other orcs that are on duty. There’s a lot of us about.”

You: “That must be it. I suppose you’ll be just as mindlessly violent as all the rest of them.”

Orc: “Quite possibly. Let’s find out, shall we?”

He attacks you. Cut to combat screen.



Option 3

You: “Do I know you? You orcs all look the same to me.”

Orc: “Ooh! That’s harsh! True, but harsh!”

You: “And I bet you all fight the same, too. That last one was hardly worth the thrashing I gave him.”

Orc: “Choose your next words carefully, for they will soon be engraved on your tombstone, making any errors rather difficult to correct.”

You: “Sorry, what was that? I wasn’t paying attention...”

Orc: “Tragic. Let’s fight!”

He attacks you. Cut to combat screen.



The next orc you meet will involve the following dialogue....



Option 1

You: “Ah! Another orcish fellow.”

Orc: “How perceptive. Let’s fight.”

He attacks you. Cut to combat screen.



Option 2

You: “Hey, you must be related to that other orc I saw.”

Orc: “Depending on who you mean, I may be massively offended. Let’s fight!”

He attacks you. Cut to combat screen.



Option 3

You: “Hey, are you orcs all related to each other, if you know what I mean?”

Orc: “That’s a massively offensive thing to say. Let’s fight!”

He attacks you. Cut to combat screen.



The fourth orc you meet will bring with it a conversation like this...



Option 1

You: “Hello.”

Orc: “Good day. Let’s fight, shall we?”

He attacks you. Cut to combat screen.



Option 2

You: “Hello. How many of you orcs are there?”

Orc: “Plenty, but I’m the last one you’ll ever see!”

You: “You sound sure of yourself.”

Orc: “Actually, I’m plagued with self doubt, riddled with angst, and wracked by guilt brought on by my senseless behaviour...”

You: “Really?”

Orc: “No, really I’m self confident. Let’s fight!”

He attacks you. Cut to combat screen.



Option 3

You: “Oh goody. YET ANOTHER orc. Joy.”

Orc: “I’ve got things I’d rather be doing as well, chum. Still, now that we’re here anyway... let’s fight!”

He attacks you. Cut to combat screen.



The fifth orc (and I’ve got to try and sustain this up to TEN!) will get you into a conversation as follows...



Option 1

You: “Hi there.”

Orc: “Away with small talk - let’s fight!”

He attacks you. Cut to combat screen.



Option 2

You: “You guys just keep on coming, don’t you?”

Orc: “Like those unwelcome relatives at Christmas, we are relentless! Let’s fight!”

He attacks you. Cut to combat screen.



Option 3

You: “Well knock me over with a feather! Another orc!”

Orc: “You could at least try to look surprised... no? Oh well, let’s fight!”

He attacks you. Cut to combat screen.



When the sixth orc comes....



Option 1

You: “Ah! The inevitable next orc!”

Orc: “We’re like death and taxes - you can rely on us to be there.”

You: “And you’re just as welcome!”

Orc: “Steady on! Now, let’s fight!”

He attacks you. Cut to combat screen.



Option 2

You: “Have you ever stopped to think about all the unhappiness you bring with your non-negotiable-violence approach to life?”

Orc: “No. Let’s fight!”

He attacks you. Cut to combat screen.



Option 3

You: “Oh joy. Another orc for my collection. Let me guess... you want to fight?”

Orc: “Let’s!”

He attacks you. Cut to combat screen.



And when the seventh orc (I grow weary of this) shows up....



Option 1

You: “Well, well, well! Another orc!”

Orc: “Just doing my job. Shall we?”

He attacks you. Cut to combat screen.



Option 2

You: “Oh no, not another orc! How many of you guys do I have to fight?!”

Orc: “All of us!”

He attacks you. Cut to combat screen.



Option 3

You: “That irritating voice, the inexpensive aftershave - it must be yet another of the orc boys!”

Orc: “You’re no great catch yourself, especially once I’ve finished with you. Let’s go!”

He attacks you. Cut to combat screen.



And so, each one lovingly crafted by hand, we come in time to orc number eight.



Option 1

You: “Oh good, we’re back onto orcs again!”

Orc: “What kept you? I’ve been looking all over for you. Shall we begin?”

He attacks you. Cut to combat screen.



Option 2

You: “I expect you’ll be wanting a fight then?”

Orc: “Go on then.”

He attacks you. Cut to combat screen.



Option 3

You: “You must be the eighth or ninth orc I’ve come across on my travels.”

Orc: “Really?”

You: “And I stopped liking orcs after the third one.”

Orc: “I see...”

You: “After the sixth one, I started to really hate orcs with a passion.”

Orc: “Go on...”

You: “So you’ll forgive me if I don’t seem overly pleased to see you.”

Orc: “I quite understand. Perhaps a big fight? Would that help get it out of your system?”

You: “It can’t hurt.”

Orc: “I wouldn’t be so sure of that...”

He attacks you. Cut to combat screen.



They said I’d crack before I got to the ninth orc, but here he is....



Option 1

You: “Do you know, I honestly can’t think of anything pleasant to say to you?”

Orc: “Rough day?”

You: “I’d rather we just got on and beat the hell out of each other.”

Orc: “As you wish...”

He attacks you. Cut to combat screen.



Option 2

You: “Have you been waiting long?”

Orc: “Quite some time. To be honest, I was beginning to worry about you.”

You: “Well, I’m here now.”

Orc: “You certainly are. Let’s get to it then...”

He attacks you. Cut to combat screen.



Option 3

You: “Another bloody orc! I’ve seen so many orcs recently.”

Orc: “Really?”

You: “Yes. More orcs than you wave a stick at!”

Orc: “I suppose we should just slug it out then?”

You: “It’s probably for the best.”

He attacks you. Cut to combat screen.



Orc Ten! Orc Ten! Never thought I’d get here, I can tell you! Hurrah!



Option 1

You: “So! We meet again!”

Orc: “I’ve never seen you before in my life!”

You: “Sorry, I must have you confused with some other grotesque, sweat-ridden, waste of space.”

Orc: “That sounds like fighting talk to me...”

He attacks you. Cut to combat screen.



Option 2

You: “Orcs. I’m sick of ‘em. If I never see another orc again, it’ll be too soon!”

Orc: “That’s a very negative attitude...”

You: “No it’s not.”

Orc: “Yes it is.”

You: “Shut up and fight, maggot-features!”

He attacks you. Cut to combat screen.



Option 3

You: “Oh joy! Oh happy, happy day! Yet another orc crosses my cheery path.”

Orc: “Glad I could be here!”

You: “Well, I’m not! I’ve had enough of orcs to last me a lifetime.”

Orc: “Cheer up! I might be the last one...”

You: “Really?!”

Orc: “It depends - have you met our leader yet? Big chap, name of Pinhed?”

You: “I really don’t recall...”

Orc: “Let me try beating you vigorously about the head, perhaps that will jog your memory...”

He attacks you. Cut to combat screen.



If, by some chance, you fight an orc and neither of you die, then any further attempts to talk to that orc will elicit a response from the following handy list...



Orc: “Back away, Captain Body Odour!”

Orc: “Cease and desist, Doctor Boredom. We have nothing more to say to each other.”

Orc: “Secure that orifice, mister. I have no desire to hear your voice again!”

Orc: “Do not speak to me ever again!”

Orc: “Go away! Our cosy chats are a thing of the past!”



Standard Greetings Upon Arrival

Orc: “Good day to you all!”

Orc: “Hey! Is this a private party? Or can anyone join in?”

Orc: “Hey! I’ve more than doubled the IQ content of this location just by being here!”

Orc: “Greetings, losers!”



Responses To Greetings From New Arrivals

Orc: “Begone, you unsightly bastard, you!”

Orc: “Oh well, there goes the neighbourhood!”

Orc: “This used to be a perfectly nice location. And then you came along!”

Orc: “Don’t use that tone of voice with me, you half-wit!”

� Talking to Orc 11 - Pinhed!



As in life, there are leaders and there are followers, usually more of the latter. The first ten orcs were definite followers, but orc 11 is different. Orc 11 is the leader of the pack, the head honcho, the big cheese, numero uno, etc. Orc 11 is Pinhed!

Imagine Alan Rickman reprising his role from Die Hard - the suave villain, hindered by incompetent henchmen - and that’s Pinhed. I think we should try to retain that slight European twang to the accent, but we can toss a coin on that later.

In the meantime, our initial meeting with Pinhed can be initiated by the player, or by Pinhed coming over to us and saying one of the following...



Pinhed: “Excuse me...”

Pinhed: “A moment of your time...”

Pinhed: “If I might have a word...”



If it’s our first conversation with Pinhed, the banter should run as follows...



Option 1

You: “Hello there, orc.”

Pinhed: “My name is Pinhed. You may have heard of me..?”



Option 1.1

You: “Pinhed... Sorry, I haven’t been keeping up with current affairs. Are you a pop star?”

Pinhed: “No, although I did a bit of singing when I was younger. Would you like me to..?”

You: “Maybe later.”

Pinhed: “You’re just like all the rest...”

You: “One million music lovers can’t be wrong.”

Conversation over.



Option 1.2

You: “Pinhed? Were you that guy who ran for president against Clinton?”

Pinhed: “No, that was a gnome. I am an orc. The difference is some 18 inches of height, 90 extra IQ points, and about 10,000 years of serious evolution!”

You: “The other guy, then. You know, the one with all the nails sticking out of his scalp?”

Pinhed: “I’ve no idea what you’re talking about.”

You: “I expect you feel that way most of the time...”

Pinhed: “You obviously don’t know who you’re speaking to...”

Continues after 3



Option 1.3

You: “Pinhed... Ah yes! I remember! High ranking orc in bizarre farmyard love triangle?”

Pinhed: “You’re confusing me with somebody else...”

You: “No, a friend of mine knew one of the sheep. He described you perfectly...”

Pinhed: “ENOUGH! You clearly have no idea who I really am!”

Continues after 3



Option 2

You: “Who are you then?”

Pinhed: “My friends call me Pinhed. You may refer to me as ‘sir’.”

You: “Why?”

Pinhed: “Because of my position.”

You: “What position’s that, if it’s not a personal question?”

Pinhed: “You know of the team of orcs that roam the land, bringing mischief and mayhem wherever they go?”

You: “No. What do they do?”

Pinhed: “Well, they roam the land, bringing mischief and mayhem wherever they go.”

You: “Okay. What about them?”

Pinhed: “I am their ringleader.”

You: “Really?”

Pinhed: “Really.”

You: “So you’re the ringmaster, eh?”

Pinhed: “I prefer ‘ringleader’. The word ‘ringmaster’ is open to misinterpretation, if you know what I mean.”

You: “If I did, I’d never admit it. Will there be anything else?”

Pinhed: “Not just now, thank you.”

You: “Until later, then...”

Conversation over.



Option 3

You: “Great voice.”

Pinhed: “Thank you.”

You: “I was being sarcastic.”

Pinhed: “To be honest, I don’t really care about your opinions.”

You: “So where are you from, Villains R Us? With a voice like that, you should be playing the evil mastermind character in an old Bond movie!”

Pinhed: “If you knew who I was, you wouldn’t be speaking like that!”



Option 3.1

You: “Go on then, tell me who you are...”

Pinhed: “I am Pinhed, leader of the orcs!”

Dramatic chords!

You: “Go on...”

Pinhed: “Well... that’s it really.”

You: “Oh, right. Fine.”

Pinhed: “Glad we were able to clear that up.”

You: “Important to clarify these things.”

Conversation over.



Option 3.2

You: “Why don’t you tell me your favourite film? Then I’ll guess from that who you are!”

Pinhed: “Er... well, all right then, ‘Four Weddings And Eight Funerals’.”

You: “That was the original one, where they all died at the end?”

Pinhed: “Yes. So? Who am I then?”

You: “I don’t know, but you got dreadful taste in films!”

Pinhed: “Right, you!”

He attacks you. Cut to combat screen.



Option 3.3

You: “I don’t know, and I don’t care who you are. What do you think of that?”

Pinhed: “I think this conversation is over, and I think I’m glad about it!”

Conversation over.



If you try to speak to Pinhed again, he will stop you with one of the following sharp-witted responses...



Pinhed: “Go away. I don’t want to have to hurt you.”

Pinhed: “You really are very annoying. Please refrain from speaking to me!”

Pinhed: “Do shut up.”

Pinhed: “Whatever it is you think you have to say, I don’t want to hear it!”



Standard Greetings Upon Arrival

Pinhed: “Good day to you, simple folk.”

Pinhed: “Wonderful news! I, Pinhed, have arrived!”

Pinhed: “Hi! I just flew in from the coast and, boy, are my arms tired!”



Responses To Greetings From New Arrivals

Pinhed: “What can I say? I’m thrilled!”

Pinhed: “I’ve been expecting you...”

Pinhed: “So, we meet again! But this time, the advantage is mine, all mine, HA HAHAHA!

�Talking to fire bloke - “Humphrey” Balrog 



It isn’t easy being a fire elemental, spontaneously combusting all the time, but there are certain compensations, not least of which is having your character based on Humphrey Bogart.

If you hang about near the Balrog, he will amble over and strike up a conversation with one of the following lines...



Balrog: “Hey kid, come here a minute...”

Balrog: “Hey you. Yeah, you....”

Balrog: “All right, you! I wanna talk, see? And you’re gonna listen...”



If it’s our first conversation with the Balrog, the banter should run as follows...



Option 1

You: “Top o’ the world, Mr Balrog.”

Balrog: “Be careful with that smile, kid - you could hurt yourself with it.”

You: “What’s wrong?”

Balrog: “It isn’t the first time, and it probably won’t be the last, but I’ve got toothache. Real bad toothache, you understand.”

You: “Is there anything I can do?”

Balrog: “Don’t worry about me.”

Traumatic, main-character-dies-at-the-end-style violin music starts up in the background, building as the melodrama increases.

Balrog: “You’ve got to think of you now, ‘cos nobody else will, see? Leave me here, I can take care of myself. You’ve got to be strong; go on without me... but there is one thing...”

You: “Yes?”

Balrog: “Don’t forget about me. When they ask you, tell ‘em I was brave, tell ‘em I said to win one for the ol’ Balrog!”

You: “But...”

Balrog: “Quiet, kid - your crowding my big scene. Now get out of here!”

Conversation over.



Option 2

You: “Pleasure to meet you, Mr Balrog. What’s the deal with the flames? You’re burning up!”

Balrog: “I ain’t proud of it, kid, but it’s what I do.”

You: “So this is normal for you?”

Balrog: “As normal as a guy can get in this crazy world. Now get out of here. All this talking is making my toothache worse.”

You: “You’ve got a toothache?”

Balrog: “You catch on fast, kid. Now get lost!”

Conversation over.



Option 3

You: “You remind me of an old flame...”

Balrog: “Get out of here, kid - you bother me.”

You: “I don’t have to take that from you!”

Balrog: “You’ll take it and like it, see? I ain’t in the mood for your nonsense.”

You: “Anything wrong?”

Balrog: “Yeah, something’s wrong. Something’s real wrong! I’ve got toothache, and I’ve got it bad, so I don’t need any extra inconvenience right now. That means you, kiddo! Amscre!”

Conversation over.



If you talk to the Balrog again (and you haven’t solved his toothache trouble) the following conversation will occur...



Option 1

You: “You mentioned your sore tooth... Perhaps you could try numbing the pain with some ice?”

Balrog: “Ice? On me? You’ve got to be kidding, kiddo!”

You: “Ah yes! It might melt rather quickly. Sorry, I didn’t think.”

Balrog: “Your kind never do. Now hit the road before I hit you!”

Conversation over.



Option 2

You: “Why don’t you go to the dentist? You won’t regret it.”

Balrog: “Maybe not today, maybe not tomorrow, but soon and for the rest of my life.”

You: “Okay, so you don’t want to go to the dentist. You still need to find some way of yanking that tooth out...”

Balrog: “Be sure to let me know if you think of anything, kid. In the meantime, leave me alone.”

Conversation over.



Option 3

You: “Why stop at dental work? If I looked like you I’d go for complete facial reconstruction!”

Balrog: “Is that an insult?”

You: “No, but your face is; an insult to all humanity, and several other major species as well!”

Balrog: “I suppose you think you’re funny?”

You: “Hey! One hundred rave reviews can’t be wrong! Anyway, I must be going now...”

Balrog: “Not so fast, kid. Nobody speaks to me like that and gets away with it. I don’t care who you think you are, you took a cheap shot at me, and now you’re gonna pay. Put ‘em up!”

He attacks you. Cut to combat screen.



If the Balrog still has his sore tooth, any further attempts at conversation will be stopped with one of the following responses...



Balrog: “Beat it, kid. I already got a pain in my mouth - I don’t need a pain in the neck as well!”

Balrog: “Scram, kid. I’ve heard it all before, and I didn’t like it much back then!”

Balrog: “Beat it, will ya? Unless you got a cure for toothache, we ain’t got nothin’ else to say!”



If you pull out the Balrog’s sore tooth, we get the following touching recruitment scene...



Balrog: “The pain; it’s gone! You’ve cured my toothache, and I want to make it up to you.”

You: “Then join my band of freedom fighters, and defend the liberty of Flake Town! Are you with me?”

Balrog: “Count me in.”

You: “I knew I could rely on you.”

Balrog: “This could be the start of a beautiful friendship.”

He walks off into the sunset, recruited!



Standard Greetings Upon Arrival

Balrog: “Here’s looking at you, kids.”

Balrog: “Hi! Is it hot in here, or is it me?”

Balrog: “Aha! I thought I’d find you here!”



Responses To Greetings From New Arrivals

Balrog: “Of all the locations in all the games, you had to walk into this one.”

Balrog: “I thought I’d seen the last of you!”

Balrog: “Did somebody call Happy Hour? This joint sure is getting crowded...”

�Talking to Granny.



If Granny is here, and the caged child is here, and this is the first time we’ve spoken to Granny since entering this location....



Option 1

You (pleasantly): “Hello sweet old granny. How are you today?”

Granny: “Oh, I can’t complain too much. Of course, things were different in my day. I could tell you some stories...”



Option 1.1

You (pleasantly): “I’m sure you could. Please feel free to dribble on until I DIE of boredom.”

Granny: “Well, when I was a girl we didn’t have all the luxuries you young folk have today. Don’t know you’re born, most of you.....”

She continues for some time until you keel over and actually die!

You: “Oh dear. How very literal!”

Game Over!



Option 1.2

You: “Go on then. But make it snappy.”

Granny: “I can remember when all of this was just fields...”

You: “But we’re in the middle of a huge lake, carved out of the rock by glaciers thousands of years ago?!”

Granny: “Yes, and the buses ran on time in them days.”

Continues on from Option 1.3



Option 1.3

You: “No. I believe I’d prefer to be basted in chocolate spread and thrown into a pit of hungry bears.”

Granny: “Chocolate spread? We didn’t have chocolate spread in my day. We had to make do with mud. Ooh, I can taste it now... lovely on a bit of bread it was...”



Option 1.3.1

You (pleasantly): “How very interesting. I thank you for your fascinating insight into olden times but now I really must be going.”

Granny: “Don’t go yet! I haven’t introduced you to my grandson. Did I mention that he looks just like his twin brother?”

You: “No, but I expect that you’re going to.”

Granny: “Yes. You see, he looks just like his twin brother. They’re so alike, they could be....”

You: “Twins, perhaps?”

Granny: “Why, yes! Yes, they could be. In fact, they are!”

Continues on from Option 2



Option 1.3.2

You: “Are you sure that you aren’t supposed to be in that cage?”

Granny: “Heavens! I haven’t been in a cage since I was a teenager. I remember we’d spent April on my cousin’s farm....”

You: “What was the farm like? It’s not that I’m interested in farms, I’m just trying to steer this conversation in a more sensible direction.”

Granny: “It was a wonderful place...”

You: “I mean, no offence to farmers, but I prefer castles and things.”

Granny: “A small farm, nestling at the foot of the mountains...”

You: “There we are. The conversation’s improving already...”

Granny: “Magnificent herds of cabbages roaming across the hillside...”

You: “Ah.”

Granny: “While we planted cows in the meadow...”

You: “You’re out of your tiny mind.”

Granny: “And you’re out of your depth. I may be a wrinkled old prune who’s elevator is on, but nobody’s at home.... er.... well, just you watch it, or I’ll make you regret those words!”

Continues on from Option 3.3



Option 1.3.3

You: “You’re mad, aren’t you?”

Granny: “Almost 10 o’clock, but I may be a bit slow.”

You: “I’d guessed that already.”

Granny: “And people could leave their doors unlocked at night. Of course, they’d wake up in the morning to find all their possessions had been stolen but the point is that things were better in the old days...”

You: “Are you taking medication? Because if you’re not, I think you should consider doing so right away.”

Granny: “How rude! I’ve never heard such impudence!”

Continues on from Option 3



Option 2

You: “So, tell me about the caged child.”

Granny: “He’s my grandson. Looks just like his twin brother, the resemblance is remarkable.”



Option 2.1

You (pleasantly): “He looks like a friendly little fellow.”

Granny: “Oh yes, he’s a little cherub. Hungry, but angelic.”

You: “Hungry?”

Granny: “Oh yes. After... the accident, we realised just how hungry he was!”

Continues on from Option 2.3



Option 2.2

You: “Where is his brother?”

Granny: “It was a tragic... accident. That’s why we have to keep him in the cage, you see.”

You: “Er... no, I don’t see.”

Granny: “And who could blame you. It was a terrible thing after all.”

Continues on from Option 2.3



Option 2.3

You: “He’s a bit of a porker isn’t he?”

Granny: “A healthy appetite is natural in a growing lad.”

You: “He seems to be doing most of his growing in the horizontal plane.”

Granny: “Things haven’t been the same since... since... the accident!”



Option 2.3.1

You: “Tell me about this... accident!”

Granny: “We just wanted him to slim down a bit. They had bunk beds together and we didn’t want him to fall through... in the morning, his brother was gone, and he was so... so... full!”

You: “That’s terrible!”

Granny: “Well, every silver lining has a cloud. Run along now, and do feel free to visit again.”

Conversation Over until you re-enter the location.



Option 2.3.2

You: “The only accident around here seems to be your hair-do. I should go and get nice blue rinse if I was you.”

Granny: “Now don’t you take that tone with me young... Do you think blue would suit me?”

You: “Believe me, it could only be an improvement.”

Granny: “I’ll just pop down the street and make an appointment. Keep an eye on my grandson for me and I’ll be back in 10 minutes.”

Granny vanishes, temporarily.



Option 2.3.3

You: “Eighty percent of all accidents happen in the home. Tell me about yours, then go inside.”

Granny: “I’m sure he didn’t mean to eat his own brother...”

You: “Oh please no! Don’t tell me... yeuch!”

Granny: “But it doesn’t mean he’s a bad person. I mean, we all make mistakes now, don’t we?”

You: “Begone, toothless one, and away with your nonsense also!”

Granny: “Surely you don’t really want me to go do you?”



Option 2.3.3.1

You: “I don’t really want you to go.”

Granny: “Ah! The old Jedi mind trick!”

You: “Huh?”

Granny: “Now you just stand there quietly. We’ll talk again another time.”

Conversation Over until you re-enter the location.



Option 2.3.3.2

You: “I do want you to go. And don’t call me Shirley!”

Cut to grainy sepia shot of studio audience applauding furiously.

Granny: “Right then. If you don’t want me to provide you with the vital item you need to complete the game, so be it. Farewell!”

She leaves, permanently. Woollen underthings  relocate to a dangerous location.



Option 2.3.3.3

You: “Not only do I want you to go, I also want you to take that caged child, without whom I know I cannot finish the game, with you. So there!”

Granny: “If it’s any consolation, you’re too stupid to finish the game anyway. Good luck!”

She leaves, permanently, taking the caged child with her. Caged child and woollen underthings are deleted from the game.



Option 3

You: “Greetings, you senile old hag.”

Granny: “I’ve never been spoken to like that in my life!”



Option 3.1

You: “That’s the trouble with young people today, no respect for their elders.”

Granny: “Yes, it was different in my day. I could tell you some stories...”

Continues on from Option 1



Option 3.2

You: “Well, you have now. Tell me, as a new experience, how did you rate it?”

Granny: “I don’t have to sit here to be insulted by you!”

You: “Correct. We could go across the road and I could insult you there as well.”

Granny: “Watch your words, you young whipper-snapper. You wouldn’t want to upset me now!”

Continues on from Option 3.3



Option 3.3

You: “Come, come, you decrepit fossil. An ancient crone like yourself must have been insulted many times before!”

Granny: “Don’t make me angry, youngster. You wouldn’t like me when I’m angry!”



Option 3.3.1

You: “Point taken. I’m truly, nay, deeply sorry!”

Granny: “Apology accepted. Now, take a hike! I’m cross with you at the moment but if you leave and come back again, I’ll probably have forgotten this whole conversation. And perhaps my own name as well...”

Conversation Over until you re-enter the location.



Option 3.3.2

You: “Don’t get me wrong, I’m not saying euthanasia is everyone’s cup of tea...”

Granny: “Cup of tea? Ooh yes, a nice cup of tea would be lovely. I’ll just go and put the kettle on...”

She leaves, temporarily.



Option 3.3.3

You: “What’s that perfume you’re wearing... Eau D’Colostome?”

Granny: “That’s it! I’m leaving this game. There might have been some vital object that I was supposed to give you, but tough luck, Buckaroo! See you later!”

She leaves, permanently. Woollen Underthings relocate to a dangerous location.



If the caged child is still here, and we’ve finished a conversation with Granny but have not yet re-entered the location, new conversation with Granny will go as follows.



Option 1

You: “I really enjoyed our last conversation. Why don’t we re-enact it for historical interest?”

Granny: “You can’t just go over the same old ground. Life’s too short (especially from where I’m sitting)!”

You: “Maybe later then?”

Granny: “Later, I’ll have forgotten the whole thing. I look forward to meeting you for the first time. Again.”

Conversation over until you re-enter the location.



Option 2

You: “Is there anything else you can tell me?”

Granny: “Oh yes! For one thing, the prices were much more reasonable in my day...”

You: “I meant something relevant to my quest?”

Granny: “I don’t know about quests, but I do know about vests. Very important to wear a warm woolly vest, especially in this cold weather...”

You: “Thank you for your co-operation, bizarre hag.”

Conversation Over until you re-enter the location.



Option 3

You: “How does it feel to be decrepit, your mind wandering aimlessly through your twilight years?”

Granny: “Oh, it’s not too bad. Except for the occasional encounters with random pinheads such as yourself.”

You: “I think we understand each other.”

Granny: “Place in a pre-heated oven for 20 minutes until the crust turns golden brown.”

You: “Then again...”

Conversation Over until you re-enter the location.





If you attempt to take the caged child while Granny is about, she will say one of the following things to you.



Granny: “Back away, you dead-beat! Touch that cage and you’re askin’ for a world o’ hurt!”



Granny (with Silence Of The Lambs music): “Okay darling, you know the drill. Do not touch the cage. Do not approach the cage. Do not pass him anything. If he attempts to pass you anything, do not accept it. I’ll be here, watching you the whole time. You’ll be fine.”



Granny: “Leave the cage alone. I’ve got a spare set of teeth and I’m not afraid to use them!”



If the caged child is gone and you don’t have the wool, conversation with Granny goes as follows.



Option 1

You: “My, what big teeth you’ve got, Grandma!”

Granny: “All the better to.... oh, not now, I’m not in the mood.”

You: “What vexes thee?”

Granny: “Eh? Oh, you mean what’s bothering me? It’s my grandson, of course! He’s missing and I just wish I had something to do, some small mindless task to distract me from my worries...”

Conversation Over.



Option 2

You: “So, tell me, what do you make of the Middle East situation?”

Granny: “Oh, I’m far too upset about my grandson to think of trivial matters such as the political future of the northern hemisphere! If only I had something to do, something to keep my mind occupied...”

Conversation Over.



Option 3

You: “There’s a nasty smell around here... and it’s you!”

Granny: “Sticks and stones may break my bones...”

You: “Interesting idea!”

Granny: “But I’m much too worried about my grandson to care about your petty threats. Oh, if only I had something to do!”

Conversation Over.



If the caged child is gone and you do have the wool, conversation with Granny goes as follows.



Option 1

You: “I can see that you’re upset. I won’t disturb you.”

Granny: “Good.”

Conversation Over.



Option 2

You: “Still looking for something to do?”

Granny: “That’s right, genius. You don’t miss a trick, do you?”

You: “There’s no need to be disagreeable.”

Granny: “I disagree.”

You: “You seem so... impatient. What am I doing wrong?”

Granny: “Try offering me the wool, smart-stuff!”

Conversation Over.



Option 3

You: “Here, old woman, take this wool and knit yourself a new grandson.”

Granny: “There’s not quite enough for a new grandson, but....”

She knits furiously for a moment...

Granny: “But here’s a nice set of thermal underthings. May they bring you great happiness.”

You: “What can I say? I’m thrilled.”

Granny: “Anyway, now that I have served my purpose in this adventure, I’m off. SCi have offered me a part in their new XS game. Apparently I play a character called ‘Shrapnel Victim’, whatever that means. See you around.”

You: “I doubt it.”

Granny wanders away, never to be seen again.



Responses To Unsuccessful Spells

Granny: “You’re wasting your time - I’ve been incontinent for years!”

Granny: “Gas! Can anyone smell gas? Oh no, it’s all right, it’s probably just me!”



Responses To Greetings From New Arrivals

Granny: “Hello there, youngster!”

Granny: “Ooh! I love having visitors!”

Granny: “Eh? What’s that? Speak up!”

Granny: “That’s the trouble with you young folk... er, what was I saying?”

�Talking To Don Elrondo, in Rivendull



Initially, we cannot get into Rivendull without the wedding invitation and present. So, by the time we first meet Don Elrondo, we must have satisfied these conditions.



Don Elrondo: "Ah, my old friend! Come here and kiss my ring."

He offers his hand and you kiss the huge diamond ring that he wears on his pinkie.

Don Elrondo: "You come to my house, on the day of my daughter's wedding..."

He gestures expansively.

Don Elrondo: "You bring a lovely gift, you show respect... what exactly are you after?"



Option 1

You: "Nothing, Don Elrondo. I'm just glad to be on the guest list!"

Don Elrondo: "Ah yes, the guest list!"

He takes a piece of paper from his desk and pushes it into the hamster-shredder.

Don Elrondo: "Are you sure there's nothing I can give you?"



Option 1.1

You: "That's a handsome paper shredder."

Don Elrondo holds up the hamster.

Don Elrondo: "This hamster has been in my service for years. I give him to you."

You: "Don Elrondo, you are too kind! Let me kiss your ring again."

Don Elrondo: "You'll wear that joke out if you keep using it. Go and be well."

You leave Rivendull.



Option 1.2

You: "Well, when I was at school there was this really nasty teacher...."

Don Elrondo: "And you want that I should take care of them?"

You: "Well..."

Cut to random school teacher being blown away in classroom.

Don Elrondo: "It's taken care of. Go and be well, my friend."

You leave Rivendull, slightly disappointed. Create the Annoying Italian in the courtyard.



Option 1.3

You: "I don't know... shall I make you an offer you can't refuse?"

Don Elrondo: "No."

You: "Ah."

You leave Rivendull, confused. Create the Annoying Italian in the courtyard.



Option 2

You: "Do you have any naked pictures of your daughter?"

Don Elrondo: "Absolutely not!"

You: "Would you like to see one?"

Don Elrondo: "Get out of my house."

You are thrown out of the Rivendull office, “never to be re-admitted”. Create the Annoying Italian in the courtyard.



Option 3

You: "I like the look of that hamster over there."

Don Elrondo: "What kind of sick person are you?! Get out of my house!"

You are thrown out of the Rivendull office “forever”. Create the Annoying Italian in the courtyard.



To return to Rivendull, you must ice an annoying guest who is making a nuisance of themselves in the courtyard outside.



Don Elrondo: "You come back to me on the day of my daughter's wedding, you clean up some trash in my courtyard..."

You: "Really, Don Elrondo, it was nothing..."

Don Elrondo: "Since you put it that way, take this very small token of my appreciation and get out of my sight at the earliest possible opportunity."

He hands you the hamster and you leave Rivendull.



If you return to the office, Don Elrondo is nowhere to be seen.



Responses To Unsuccessful Spells

Don Elrondo: “You can’t touch me with your cheap spells - I got protection, understand?”

Don Elrondo: “I wonder if I left the gas on.... wait a minute, I don’t have gas!”



Responses To Greetings From New Arrivals

Don Elrondo: “Hello, my old friend.”

Don Elrondo: “It warms my old heart to see you.”

Don Elrondo: “Make yourself at home, I’ll be with you shortly.”�

Talking to the Annoying Italian, in Rivendull



There’s one at every wedding, isn’t there? That sweaty old relative who nobody wanted to invite, but who’s turned up anyway and had a couple of drinks too many.... Not unlike an overweight version of Joe Pesci in “Goodfellas”, our Annoying Italian is a wobbly old gangster who had outstayed his welcome before he arrived. You can’t actually talk to him properly; whenever you try, you get one of the following randomly selected responses....



Annoying Italian: “Don’t you talk to me, you mBEEPrfBEEPr! I don’t want people to think I know a dead-beat like you!”



Annoying Italian: “Get out of my face, BEEP! I was disrupting weddings when you were still a bottle of Gin in your mother’s handbag!”



Annoying Italian: “BEEP off, you cheap baBEEPd, mind your own BEEPing business, BEEP-face!”



Annoying Italian: “Do you mind, BEEP-head, I’m BEEPing talking here! Didn’t you BEEPing mother tell you it’s rude to BEEPing interrupt?! Ignorant BEEP....”



Annoying Italian: “Don’t even BEEPing think of interrupting me, BEEP! I’ll BEEP you up the BEEP, you BEEP!”



Obviously it wouldn’t be fair to just kill our irritating friend without some evidence of his bad behaviour. To that end, the following conversational set-pieces will take place in the courtyard when you get booted out of the Don Elrondo’s office...



Annoying Italian (drunk): "So he says to me 'What are you, my father?' and I say to him 'I'm not sure, describe your mother to me again.' and he hits me with a mashie niblick. What a stupid BEEP, but that's BEEPing social workers for you!"

Rivendull Guard (polite): "Very funny, sir. Now if you'd like to come with me..."

Annoying Italian (angry): "You saying I'm funny?!"

Rivendull Guard (exasperated): "Don't let's start that again!"



Annoying Italian (drunk): "I got one, I got one... What's the difference between an elf and dragon?"

Rivendull Guard: "I'm sure I don't know..."

Annoying Italian: "In that case you might want to BEEP my sister! Ha, ha ha!”



The Rivendull Guard has his own dialogue, detailed separately. It’s probably worth suggesting an old bulb-horn sound effect for the BEEPs!”



Responses To Unsuccessful Spells

Annoying Italian: “Ooh! I just BEEP my pants! Now why the BEEP did I do that?!”

Annoying Italian: “Gas! Did I leave the BEEPing gas on? Oh well, BEEP it!”



Responses To Greetings From New Arrivals

Annoying Italian: “BEEP you!”

Annoying Italian: “Up yours, BEEP!”

Annoying Italian: “Go BEEP your mother, BEEP!”

�Talking to Queen Galadrag in De Lorean



When we first arrive in the centre of De Lorean, we encounter the Queen Galadrag and her complete ponce of a husband, ‘King’ Sillybate. We shall deal with the Queen first...

If you have found complete and utter proof that the Queen has been “riding the big horsey” with Big Jim Slade, i.e. if you’ve brought the hand-mirror and the hotel register from Edam, the conversation goes something like this....



Option 1

You: “Greetings your royal majesty. I believe I may have found something that belongs to you.”

Queen: “And what would that be?”

You: “I discovered a hand mirror of yours in a hotel room in Edam.”

Queen: “What makes you think this mirror is mine?”

You: “It has your name on it, majesty.”

Queen: “Lots of people are called ‘Galadrag’. It’s a very popular name.”

You: “But not many of them are Queen of De Lorean, your highness.”

Queen: “Ah! It says that as well, does it?”

You: “I’m afraid so.”

Queen: “Well, you’d better give it back to me then.”



Option 1.1

You: “Yes, all right.”

Queen: “You’re going to give me this without wanting anything in return?”



Option 1.1.1

You: “Er... yes! Honesty is its own reward... I think... Here, I found this incriminating hotel register as well...”

You hand over the mirror and the hotel register.

Queen: “It warms my heart to see such naiveté. Now, get out of my sight.”

Conversation over until we re-enter the location. The bottle of bleach relocates to the general store in Minar Tragedy.



Option 1.1.2

You: “I don’t know... is there a reward?”

Queen: “There might be. Did you have something in mind?”

Continue on from Option 1.2



Option 1.1.3

You: “Well, yes and no. Or just plain old no, in fact. I have other, incriminating evidence, you see!”

Queen: “Oh yeah? Like what?”

Continue on from option 1.3



Option 1.2

You: “I can’t help wondering whether there’s a reward for its safe return...”

Queen: “That depends. What did you have in mind?”



Option 1.2.1

You: “Whatever your majesty sees fit to bestow upon me will be reward enough.”

You hand over the mirror.

Queen: “In that case, take this ancient jewelled amulet. It’s worth is beyond calculation in conventional mathematical terms!”

The Queen gives you the amulet.

You: “Your majesty is too kind!”

Queen: “Perhaps you’re right.”

She takes back the amulet and hands you a bottle of bleach.

Queen: “Have this bottle of lavatory cleaner instead. It kills all known germs, so the legend tells!”

You: “Blessed art thou amongst the Elven ruling-classes!”

Queen: “You’re not wrong. Now, begone, before I set the bunnies on you.”

Conversation over until you re-enter the location.



Option 1.2.2

You: “I rather fancy a magic spell. You know, something really impressive where I can say ‘Hey Presto!’ and have lighting shooting out of my fingers.”

Queen: “Anything else?”

You: “A bottle of lavatory cleaner would be nice.”

Queen: “I find your request somewhat unreasonable. Just why should I, Queen of De Lorean, give you anything?”

Continues on from Option 1.2.3



Option 1.2.3

You: “In these troubled times, weapons are what an adventurer needs. Something big and menacing if you’ve got it, please.”

Queen: “A bottle of lavatory cleaner?”

You: “No, something big and menacing, but I’ll have the lavatory cleaner as well.”

Queen: “Help me out here. I’m the Queen of De Lorean, and you’re some two-bit adventurer. Remind me again why I should give you anything at all?”



Option 1.2.3.1

You: “Because you know, deep down, that it’s the right thing to do.”

Queen: “No, I’m sorry, but that’s a pathetic answer. You’re altogether too wimpy. Give me my mirror...”

You hand over the mirror. She gives you the bottle of lavatory cleaner.

Queen: “There’s a bottle of bleach for your trouble. Don’t drink it all at once.”

Conversation over.



Option 1.2.3.2

You: “Because I have further evidence of your infidelity, hot-stuff. This is blackmail!”

Queen: “What have you got?”

You: “In addition to the hand mirror discovered in the bedroom of a sleazy hotel in Edam, I have the hotel register. It lists the names of a couple who regularly used the room.”

Queen: “I don’t think we need to hear any more. There are the items you requested.”

She hands you the bottle of lavatory cleaner and the spell / weapon. You hand her the mirror and hotel register.

You: “Pleasure doing business with you.”

Queen: “Absence makes the heart grow fonder... let’s put that theory to the test, shall we?”

Conversation over.



Option 1.2.3.3

You: “Because I’m holding a thermal detonator!”

Queen: “Ho ho ho! I like this adventurer, my kind of scum, ruthless and inventive!”

You: “So you agree?”

Queen: “No.”

You: “Okay, how about this hotel register which, together with the hand-mirror, places you in a sleazy hotel room with a man other than your husband...”

Queen: “I don’t usually think of my husband as a man, but I see your point. We can’t afford a royal scandal!”

You: “Do we have a deal?”

Queen: “Do I have a choice?”

She hands over the bottle of bleach and the weapon / spell. You give her the hotel register and the mirror.

You: “Thanks.”

Queen: “Are you still here? Lucky me.”

Conversation over.



Option 1.3

You: “Not so fast, you scarlet woman, you! I have further incriminating evidence!”

Queen: “Such as?”



Option 1.3.1

You: “Well, I don’t like to say, really. It’s a bit embarrassing.”

Queen: “What kind of wimp are you? I’m amazed you’ve made it this far on your quest with an attitude like that. Now, hand over my mirror!”

You hand over the mirror.

Queen: “Now apologise for troubling me.”

You: “Sorry, your majesty.”

Queen: “Now say that you smell like a porta-potty at a chilli cook off.”

You: “I smell like a...”

Queen: “SAY IT!”

You: “I smell like a porta-potty at a chilli cook off.”

Queen (to camera): “Pathetic, isn’t it!”

Conversation over. Bottle of bleach relocates to the general store in Minar Tragedy.



Option 1.3.2

You: “As well discovering your mirror in a sleazy hotel room, I also found your name in the hotel register. It seems you’ve been sharing a room, a bed, and perhaps even bodily fluids, with a man listed here as Big Jim Slade.”

Queen: “That hotel register must be awfully heavy. And the mirror must be weighing you down as well. Why don’t I take those bulky items from you and give you a nice, light magic spell instead?”

You: “Done.”

You and the Queen exchange items.

Queen: “I certainly have been!”

Conversation over. The bottle of bleach relocates to the general store in Minar Tragedy.



Option 1.3.3

You: “I looked in through the hotel room window and watched you and Big Jim Slade playing hide-the-sausage.”

Queen: “What?!”

You: “Yes, and I was so entertained that I’ve written an epic poem about the whole experience. Wanna hear it?”

Queen: “That won’t be necessary. Let me offer you this fine weapon in exchange for that cumbersome register and mirror.”

You exchange items with the Queen.

You: “I must just point out that I didn’t like putting you in such a difficult position, but it had to be done.”

Queen: “That’s what Big Jim used to say...”

Conversation over. The bottle of bleach relocates to the general store in Minar Tragedy.



Option 2

You: “I’m curious, your majesty. Does the name ‘Big Jim Slade’ mean anything to you?”

Queen: “Er... no, should it?”

You: “Well, I don’t know. I discovered his signature in this hotel register. It’s right here, next to somebody called... ‘Galadrag’ I think...”

Queen: “That could be anyone. There are lots of people with the same name as me.”



Option 2.1

You: “Oh yes, that must be it. Sorry to trouble you.”

Conversation over, you idiot!



Option 2.2

You: “Perhaps. And then again, perhaps not. Is this your mirror?”

Queen: “Oh, you’ve found it! I haven’t seen that since... ah!”

Continues on from Option 2.3



Option 2.3

You: “Do you think I’m stupid?!”

Queen: “Well, now that you ask...”

You: “Cut the crap, Queeny. I know you were fooling around in that hotel room with Big Jim Slade. I’ve got witnesses.”

Queen: “And I’m sure they all paid good money to see the show, if I know the landlord!”



Option 2.3.1

You: “So, you admit it!”

Queen: “Yes.”

Continues on from Option 2.3.3



Option 2.3.2

You: “So, you admit it, you tarnished woman!”

Queen: “Yes, and I’m not a bit sorry!”

Continues on from Option 2.3.3



Option 2.3.3

You: “So, you admit it, you street-walking slut, you painted tart, you!”

Queen: “Yes, and I loved every sticky, vibrating, lecherous minute of it! So there!”



Option 2.3.3.1

You: “Worry not! You can buy my silence with a bottle of lavatory cleaner!”

Queen: “In exchange for any incriminating evidence you might have.”

You give the mirror and the register to the Queen. She gives you the bottle of lavatory cleaner.

Queen: “Enjoy.”

Conversation over.



Option 2.3.3.2

You: “Right then, give me a useful weapon and we’ll say no more about it.”

Queen: “All right, but I’ll take any incriminating items you might have!”

You give the mirror and the register to the Queen. She gives you a weapon.

You: “I’ll need to be careful this doesn’t go off when I’m cleaning it!”

Queen: “That’s what Big Jim used to say...”

Conversation over.



Option 2.3.3.3

You: “Unless you want me to tell the King everything, hand over a magic spell, pronto!”

Queen: “I’ll give you a magic spell, but you’ll give me all those momentos of my time with Big Jim.”

You: “Why?”

Queen: “It’ll help me to... pass the time on those lonely winter evenings.”

You hand over the mirror and the register. The Queen gives you a magic spell.

Queen: “Enjoy your magic spell.”

You: “Enjoy your lonely winter evenings.”

Conversation over. The bottle of lavatory cleaner relocates to the general store in Minar Tragedy.



Option 3

You: “So, is it true that Big Jim Slade made you bark like a dog?”

Queen: “What?!”

You: “Big Jim Slade. Rumour has it that you two nearly broke the bed at that sleazy Edam hotel. It must have been quite a night because apparently you were heard barking like a dog, meowing like a cat, making all sorts of farmyard noises.”

Queen: “You’re mistaken, and so is everyone else that heard me... oops!”

You: “I have evidence!”

Queen: “Video evidence?!”

You: “Regrettably not. Video has yet to be invented, and you were moving about too much for the sketch artist to properly capture the moment.”

Queen: “That’s a shame.”

You: “But none of that matters. Unless you want to be in the biggest royal scandal since Charles and Di and the Nine Midget Contortionists, I suggest you hand over something useful.”

Queen: “Bottle of lavatory cleaner?”

You: “Is that all you’ve got?”

Queen: “Unless you want to come back next week...”

You: “I’ll take it. Here’s the incriminating evidence...”

You hand over the incriminating register and mirror. The Queen takes them and gives you the bottle of bleach.

Queen: “You should have been firm, you’d have got more from me.”

You: “I bet you never said that to Big Jim....”

Conversation over.



If you show up with just the hand-mirror (and not the hotel register) the conversation goes as follows.....



Option 1

You: “Good day, your majesty. I’m returning this item of yours. I ask for no reward.”

Queen: “Thank you. I will give you what you ask.”

You: “Ah.”

You hand over the mirror and stand about, feeling rather foolish. Bottle of lavatory cleaner relocates to Minar Tragedy General Store. Conversation over.



Option 2

You: “Good day, highness. Is there a reward for returning lost hand-mirrors?”

Queen: “There might be. There’s also a rather severe death-penalty for not turning in items belonging to members of the royal family.”

You: “Which is why I’ve brought you this!”

You hand over the mirror. The Queen takes it and gives you a bottle of bleach.

Queen: “Thank you, loyal subject. Take this bottle of lavatory cleaner and go on your way, germ-free and fresh smelling.”

You: “I don’t know what to say!”

Queen: “Phrases like ‘Thank you.’ and ‘Goodbye.’ might be good options.”

Conversation over.



Option 3

You: “Hold it right there, Queen! I know what you’ve been up to! I found your mirror in a sleazy hotel room!”

Queen: “And?”

You: “Er... well, what were you doing in that hotel room, eh?”

Queen: “Sleeping.”

You: “Oh.”

Queen: “My mirror, please?”

You: “Certainly.”

You hand over the mirror and wonder what happened to your advantage. Bottle of bleach relocates to Minar Tragedy General Store. Conversation over.



If you arrive with just the hotel register (and not the hand-mirror) the conversation will proceed thus.....



Option 1

You: “Good day, your highness. I found your name in this hotel register.”

Queen: “I’m very happy for you. Now, run along.”

You: “Er... yes, all right then.”

Conversation over.



Option 2

You: “Greetings, your majesty. Why is your name in this register, sharing a room with ‘Big Jim Slade’?”

Queen: “Some dizzy young thing obviously thought it would be funny to give my name instead of her own. It proves nothing.”

You: “So it wasn’t you then?”

Queen: “Do you have any further evidence?”

You: “No.”

Queen: “Then it wasn’t me. Good day.”

Conversation over.



Option 3

You: “You’ve been unfaithful, tramp-Queen! Gaze upon this incriminating hotel register!”

Queen: “What about it?”

You: “It shows ‘Galadrag’ and ‘Big Jim Slade’ sharing a room, that’s what!”

Queen: “Hotel registers are full of false names. This proves nothing.”

You: “Oh. So you aren’t going to buy my silence with large amounts of cash?”

Queen: “You catch on fast. Now go away.”

Conversation over.



If you’re completely rubbish, and come to the Queen with no useful items at all (no hand-mirror and no hotel register) the conversation runs like this....



Option 1

You: “I bid you good day, your royal highness.”

Queen: “And I bid you clear off, unless you’ve got something interesting to say.”

You: “Er...”

Queen: “I thought so. Begone!”

Conversation over.



Option 2

You: “Greetings, majesty. What can you tell me about the west gate of Moronica?”

Queen: “The word on the street is that the west gate is guarded by an evil creature who lurks in the sewer lake, dragging poor adventurers to an unhygienic death! It is said that one day the waters will run clear and the creature will return to the depths from whence it came...”

You: “Really?”

Queen: “I shouldn’t think so. It’s just a legend, and you know how unreliable legends can be. Still, no smoke without fire, as anybody who’s ever been cremated will tell you.”

Conversation over.



Option 3

You: “There was a young man from Nantucket...”

Queen: “I think I’ve heard this one...”

You: “Ah! In that case, how many behavioural psychologists does it take to change a light bulb?”

Queen: “I expect you’re going to tell me.”

You: “Only one, but the light bulb has to want to change!”

Queen: “I’ve had people executed for better jokes than that! Please leave!”

Conversation over.



If we’ve already spoken to the Queen and reached the end of a conversation, any further attempts to talk to her will evoke one of the following responses:



Queen: “I can tell by your magic aura that you haven’t anything interesting to say, so please remain silent until you have.”



Queen: “Please don’t waste my time. You’ve said your piece, now go away and continue your quest.”



Queen: “Before you start, I think we’ve exhausted all the interesting topics of conversation at our disposal. Perhaps a spell apart would do us both good...”



Responses To Unsuccessful Spells

Queen: “Puny spells like that cannot affect me. Begone!”

Queen: “Nice try, but we don’t have gas here in the forest!”



Responses To Greetings From New Arrivals

Queen: “Good day.”

Queen: “Greetings, unimportant one.”

Queen: “Ah! Another little stray comes to join the party...”

Queen: “Just what I need! More visitors, eroding the forest paths.”

Queen: “Welcome to our Magic Realm, peasant.”

Queen: “Hello. I hope you wiped your feet on the way in here.”

Queen: “Pleased to meet you. No, really!”

�Talking to “King” Sillybate in De Lorean



When we first arrive in the centre of De Lorean, we encounter the Queen Galadrag and her complete ponce of a husband, ‘King’ Sillybate. Let’s focus our attention on the King...

The King wants some ice to cool his undesirably warm beverage. If you have the ice with you, the conversation runs as follows...



Option 1

You: “Good day to you, noble King. You look like you could use some ice in that drink.”

King: “Wise words, young tourist, but where’s a King to find ice around here?”

You (to the gallery): “It’s all right everybody, I’ve got some!”

You give the ice to the King. Jump cut to sepia shot of old ladies clapping wildly. Jump cut back...

King: “I say! That’s wonderful! What can I give you in return?”



Option 1.1

You: “I’d love a picture of you, your majesty. In fact, I’ve always admired the portrait that adorns those golden coins of your realm...”

King: “You have exceptionally good taste. Here...”

He hands you a gold coin.

King: “Take this coin, and gaze at my likeness wherever you go.”

Conversation over. The wrench relocates to a very dangerous place.



Option 1.2

You: “Is that a wrench in your pocket, or are you just pleased to see me?”

King: “Wrench? Oh yes, the wrench I keep down my trousers...”

He hands you the wrench.

King: “I’m sure it’ll come in useful on your quest. Off you go and have fun with it.”

You: “Mmm! It’s nice and warm, too!”

Conversation over.



Option 1.3

You: “How about half the Kingdom?”

King: “I’m afraid the Queen has a majority share-holding. How about my daughter’s hand instead?”

You: “I don’t think so...”

King: “No, really! I’ve got it here somewhere... ah yes, it’s in this box.”

Cut to a close up of an open, velvet-lined box with his daughter’s hand inside. Woman screams in the audience.

King: “No? Oh well, no pleasing some people. Thanks again for the ice.”

Conversation over. The wrench relocates to a very dangerous place.



Option 2

You: “Hey, I’ll bet a big King like you has all sorts of super tools for repairing stuff...”

King: “I do, actually. In fact, I’ve got a large adjustable wrench in my pocket at this moment!”

You: “I wondered what that was...”

King: “But wrenches aren’t much use to me right now...”

You: “No?”

King: “No, what I need is some way of cooling down my drink. It’s terribly hot!”

You: “Panic not! I have some ice here, put it in your drink!”

You give the ice to the King. He gives you the wrench.

King: “Splendid! Accept this useful wrench as a token of my appreciation. I hope it brings you as much happiness as it has brought me while it’s been in my pocket!”

You: “Er... yes! Let’s hope so.”

Conversation over.



Option 3

You: “So, King! How do you keep a tiger of a woman like your wife?”

Rapid intercut showing two tigers rogering vigorously.

King: “Oh, we get on, you know. We each have our hobbies; I enjoy World Cinema and healthy eating - my wife writes for a tour guide, reviewing inexpensive motels. She spends a lot of time on the road.”

You (quietly): “On her back, more likely.”

King: “I sometimes think all the travelling is too much for her. Many times she’s come back so exhausted she can hardly walk.”

You: “I see.”

King: “Anyway, let’s talk about my interests...”

You: “No, let’s not.”

Conversation over. The wrench relocates to a very dangerous place.



If you have no ice, or if this is the first time you are talking to the King, the conversation is as follows....



Option 1

You: “Good day, your majesty.”

King: “What’s so bloody good about it? I have no way of cooling my hot beverage and that’s about as far from good as you can get!”

Conversation over.



Option 2

You: “Tell me about De Lorean, your highness.”

King: “You want to know about De Lorean? Let me tell you about De Lorean... De Lorean is one of the few places in the world where you can’t find ice. And if, like me, you’ve got a hot beverage that’s too damn hot, ice is the very thing you need!”

Conversation over.



Option 3

You: “Is that your head or did your neck just throw up?”

King: “Under normal circumstances I’d be outraged by such an insult. However, I am currently preoccupied with the problem of a hot beverage that’s too hot to drink. Away with your rudeness and leave me to consider my troubles!”

Conversation over.

 

If the current crop of conversations are over, any further attempts to initiate conversation with the King will result in one of the following...



King: “No, don’t disturb me. I’m reliving the final moments of Jean-Paul Buimdiere’s ‘Abattoir Summer’ in my head. Original black and white version, in Polish, with subtitles!”



King: “Don’t speak to me... I’m getting in touch with my inner feelings.”



King: “Shhh! Don’t distract me! I’m trying to recall a super recipe for lentil sausages that uses a low sodium lentil substitute instead of lentils...”



Responses To Unsuccessful Spells

King: “Ooh-er... oh. I suddenly needed to go to the toilet... but it’s too late now. Hmm.”

King: “Gas... did I leave the gas on? I don’t know, did I or didn’t I... I’ll have to think about that one...”



Responses To Greetings From New Arrivals

King: “Hello, perhaps you’d like to be my friend.”

King: “Hello.”

King: “Hello, what can I do you for, hahahaha!”



�Talking to the Water Elemental on Baker’s Island



Visiting Baker’s Island, you cannot help but notice the large water bloke standing on the jetty, smoking a tab. He’s big, he’s aloof, he’s capable of turning that water wheel...

The first time we chat to Mr Water Elemental, the conversation might not be startlingly different to this....



Option 1

You: “Hello, you’re a Water Elemental aren’t you? My, what rippling muscles you’ve got...”

Water Elemental: “I work out.”

You: “I bet you could turn that water wheel without even breaking a sweat.”

Water Elemental: “Sweating’s a complex thing for us water elementals...”

He reaches over and starts the water wheel turning.

Water Elemental: “Easy.”

You: “It certainly was, sucker!”

Conversation over.



Option 2

You: “Tell me about that water wheel.”

Water Elemental: “It powers the furnaces inside.”

You: “Why isn’t it turning just now?”

Water Elemental: “Because I’m not turning it, right now. I’m on my break.”

You: “I see.”

Next conversation will begin from phase 2.



Option 3

You: “I’ll wager you were a bed-wetter when you were younger.”

Water Elemental: “No! It’s not true! I never did, and I still don’t!”

You: “Touched a nerve, I think!”

Next conversation will begin from phase 2.



If you drop through without reaching a “Conversation Over” then your next chat with Mr Water Elemental will jump straight in at phase 2, as detailed below...



Option 1

You: “So, you’re on your break at the moment?”

Water Elemental: “That’s right.”

You: “And when exactly do you think you might get back to work and set the wheel turning again?”

Water Elemental: “Right after my break.”

You: “You punctual fellow, you.”

Water Elemental: “Union regulations, friend.”

Next conversation will begin from phase 3.



Option 2

You: “Tell me, do you suffer from water retention at all?”

Water Elemental: “I wouldn’t say ‘suffer’...”

You: “Okay then, what about ‘monosodiumglutomate’? Is that a word you’d say?”

Water Elemental: “I don’t know...”

You: “Or how about ‘antidisestablishmentarianism’? Might you feel inclined to slip that word into an everyday conversation?”

Water Elemental: “Uh... Er...”

You: “All right, calm down. Just turn that water wheel and we’ll say no more about it.”

Water Elemental: “I can do that...”

He starts the water wheel turning.

You: “Who’s a clever boy?”

Water Elemental: “Um...”

Conversation over.



Option 3

You: “Hydro Electric Power? Don’t make me laugh! You couldn’t turn that water wheel if your life depended on it!”

Water Elemental: “Could too!”

You: “Could not!”

Water Elemental: “Could too! Could too! Could too!”

You: “Go on then, prove it!”

Water Elemental: “Maybe I will!”

You: “Maybe you can’t!”

Water Elemental: “Right, watch this!”

He sets the water wheel in motion.

Water Elemental: “Hah! Told you I could!”

You: “Hey, you certainly showed me!”

Water Elemental: “I certainly did!”

Conversation over.



If you drop through without reaching a “Conversation Over” then your next chat with Mr Water Elemental will jump straight in at phase 3, as detailed below...



Option 1

You: “Please turn the water wheel.”

Water Elemental: “No.”

You: “Tsk! These situations never seem to work out for me. I don’t know, you try being nice and where does it get you...?”

Conversation drops through to the next section which continues automatically...



Option 2

You: “Reverse psychology! That’s what I need!”

Water Elemental: “Go on then, ask me to turn the water wheel...”

You: “I don’t have to do what you tell me!”

Water Elemental: “No, go on, ask me!”

You: “I will not! In fact, I don’t want you to turn it, so there!”

Water Elemental: “Suit yourself.”

You: “You bet I will! I’m my own boss.... um....”

Conversation drops through to the next section which continues automatically...



Option 3

You: “Turn the water wheel, you dribbly bastard!”

Water Elemental: “No.”

You: “Not fair! Not fair! I’ll hold my breath ‘til I die and then you’ll be sorry... don’t want to play any more...”

Conversation drops through to the next section which continues automatically...



If you have any gold coins on you, the following occurs...



Water Elemental: “You are massively irritating. Wanna see a trick?”

You: “Ooh! Yes please!”

Water Elemental: “I shall require a coin....”

You: “Here you are...”

You give one gold coin to the Water Elemental.

Water Elemental: “Thank you. Now go away.”

He pockets the coin and gives the water wheel a playful spin whilst whistling a merry tune.



If you don’t have any gold coins, the following happens....



Water Elemental: “You are massively irritating. Wanna see a trick?”

You: “Ooh! Yes please!”

Water Elemental: “I shall require a coin....”

You: “American Express?”

Water Elemental: “I think not! Return when you have some hard currency!”



If you attempt to reinstigate conversation without having any gold coins....



Water Elemental: “Don’t waste my time. Come back when you’ve got some cash!”



If you do return with suitable coinage, this occurs...



Water Elemental: “Back again, eh? I trust you have a gold coin?”

You: “As a matter of fact...”

Water Elemental: “Hand it over and I’ll show you that trick I was telling you about.”

You: “Here you are...”

You give one gold coin to the Water Elemental.

Water Elemental: “Thank you. Now go away.”

He pockets the coin and gives the water wheel a playful spin whilst whistling a merry tune.



If the Water Elemental has taken your cash and started the wheel spinning, any attempts to initiate conversation will evoke one of the following responses....



Water Elemental (shushing us): “A fool and his money are lucky to get together in the first place!”



Water Elemental (shushing us): “Please direct any complaints to our Customer Services Department on the mainland.”



Water Elemental (shushing us): “If you have enjoyed being ripped off by our little sideshow, please feel free to call again next week when we shall be playing ‘Daylight Robbery’ starring me as the daylight robber.”



If you’ve tricked the water elemental into turning the water wheel then any subsequent attempts to talk to him elicit one of the following responses...



Water Elemental: “Beat it, bub. I suspect you may have tricked me regarding this water wheel business and I need time to think about it...”



Water Elemental: “Before you say anything else... don’t!”



Water Elemental: “If I hear another word out of you, I’ll rip off one of your legs and kick you to death with it!”



Responses To Unsuccessful Spells

Water Elemental: “Come on! How’s an incontinence spell going to work on ME!”

Water Elemental: “You know what? I don’t care if I left the gas on! What do you think of that?”



Responses To Greetings From New Arrivals

Water Elemental: “Get lost.”

Water Elemental: “Go away, I’m on my break!”

Water Elemental: “Don’t let me keep you...”

�Talking to King Afro of Flake Town



Flake Town: city of broken dreams and shattered promises. A guy could be forgiven for thinking he was back in the seventies. In a town like this, only one man can be on top; King Afro, the top dog, head honcho, big cheese, numero uno, etc. 



This man is Samuel L Jackson from Pulp Fiction!



When you initially show up in his palace, he sends you off on a special quest to recover his missing grail. The conversation goes as follows....



Option 1

You: “Greetings, your royal majesty.”

King: “Did somebody open a window? I think somebody must’a opened a window ‘cos I could’a sworn I felt a breath of fresh air just then. Hey, it must’a been yo’ respectful words  of introduction, man, comin’ like a breath of fresh air to me. What can I do for yo’ ass?”



Option 1.1

You: “I ask not what my King can do for me, but rather what I can do for my King.”

King: “Good answer, man! Now, under normal circumstances bad things would happen to you for makin’ such a brown-nose response, but on this occasion I believe you said the right thing. I have need of a righteous soul to go on a quest for me. You interested?”

Continues on from Option 2.



Option 1.2

You: “I don’t know, King. I feel that I need something from you, but... what can it be?”

King: “I believe there may be some helpful thing, some item of good use, that I can make available to you. Course, I can’t be givin’ you somethin’ for nothin’, you understand. I need you to do me a service... you want that I should tell you what it is?”

Continues on from Option 2.



Option 1.3

You: “How about a foot massage?”

King: “Don’t mess with my royal ass! I mean it, man, don’t be gettin’ disrespectful on me now, or I might just forget myself and have one of my court dudes take your head off, and that’d knock the humorous tone out of your conversation real quick now wouldn’t it?”

You: “I admire a man who’s not afraid to use long sentences.”

King: “You better believe it, man, or you’ll be lookin’ for yo’ brains in the back seat.”

Continues on from Option 3.



Option 2

You: “Yo! Majesty!”

King: “All right, friend! Slide on over here a minute; I got a business proposal might interest yo’ ass... Want me to cut you in on the action?”



Option 2.1

You: “Yes, tell me all about the quest you’d like me to undertake...”

King: “Let me lay it on the line for You: the grail is missing!”

You: “Is that bad?”

King: “As opposed to good?! Let me tell you, man, I can’t rule my kingdom without that grail. Heck, the grail and me are one, man, like Starsky and Hutch! You can’t have one without the other, it’s like love and marriage, it just don’t work!”

You: “So you want me to wander throughout the land, returning any and all grail-like objects to you for verification and possible reward?”

King: “That’s the plan. Consider yourself knighted, dude, and good luck!”

Conversation over. You are officially on the case!



Option 2.2

You: “Maybe... but first of all, tell me why you don’t just send one of your knights?”

King: “I sent knights! I sent all my knights! Well, all except Barry...”

Rapid intercut to Regional-TV-Studio-Head-And-Shoulders-Shot of some random simpleton in an anorak and a knight’s helmet with the visor up, wearing national health spectacles with thick lenses. The image has a KOM-TV logo in the top left corner and a subtitle that reads ‘BARRY - thinks he’s a knight’ across the bottom of the screen.

Barry (heavy Welsh accent): “Hullo.”

Cut back to the conversation screen.

King: “...but Barry doesn’t really count...”

You: “What happened to Barry?”

King: “I send him on special quests.”

You: “Such as what, exactly?”

King: “I send him to get lunch. Do you want him to get you anything? I have the Royale With Cheese myself, me being King an’ all...”

You: “I’m just fine as I am, thank you...”

If Krystal is here, include the following:

Krystal: “Nothing with bacon for me...”

You: “Is she Jewish?”

King: “No man, she ain’t Jewish, she jus’ don’t dig on swine, that’s all.”

Krystal: “A pig’s a filthy animal...”

You: “As I said, nothing for me thank you very much.”

Conversation continues...

King: “Anyway, about this quest; me an’ my kingdom ain’t cool right now, you wanna know why that is?”

You: “Uh huh?”

King: “I’ll tell you why, it’s the grail, man, it’s missing!”

You: “I see.”

King: “No man, you don’t see jack, else you’d be in a state of shock! Let me explain it to yo’ ass; the grail an’ me, we’re one, man, linked in some kinda spiritual way like Sonny and Cher or Burt and Ernie. If I don’t get the grail back, then we’re talking floods, fire, famine, and other words that begin with ‘F’. The masses will grow restless, overseas investment will fall away and, hey, there goes the neighbourhood!”

You: “So you want me to find it and bring it back to you?”

King: “Hey! Check out the brains on the Professor here! A sharp one like you ought to seal the deal in nothing flat!”

You: “Fifty bucks a day plus expenses?”

King: “We’ll discuss your payment on delivery of the merchandise. Good luck!”

Conversation over. You are officially on the case!



Option 2.3

You: “No!”

King: “Please yourself, man. And remember, if ever you need a favour, please don’t hesitate to go BARRY-WHITE-HEAVY-BREATHING-OVER-SMOOCH-SNATCH yourself!”

Conversation over. King is pissed off with you!



Option 3

You: “Is that your hair or are you just the worst dressed microphone I’ve ever seen?”

King: “You sho’ are a silver-tongued bastard, comin’ in here with all your charmin’ talk. In fact, I’m amazed you made it to such a fine age without some terrible harm befallin’ you, what with you havin’ such a smooth line in dialogue.”

You: “Are you threatening me?”

King: “No man, I ain’t threatenin’ you! I don’t threaten people, my rules is simple - you keep goin’ on the way you goin’ and you cross the line - cross the line an’ I kill yo’ ass. That ain’t no threat, that’s a Surgeon General’s Health Warnin’, jus’ like on a pack of cigarettes, man.”



Option 3.1

You: “Violence never solved anything!”

King: “Well, I guess this situation will remain...”

The king pulls out a baseball bat from somewhere and whacks you with it, causing 5 points of damage.

King: “Unsolved!”

Conversation over. King is pissed off with you!



Option 3.2

You: “You want me to behave with a little respect?”

King: “R. E. S. P. E. C. T.”

You: “Tell me what you do for me?”

King: “R. E. S. P. E. C. T.”

�Narrator: “Cease this soul session immediately!”

You: “He started it!”

King: “Did not!”

You: “Did too!”

King: “Did not! Did not! Did not!”

Conversation over. King is pissed off with you!



Option 3.3

You: “You don’t scare me, you retro-ambient caricature, you!”

King: “Yeah?”

King pulls out a seriously large calibre hand-gun and empties into you. The wreckage of your carcass crumples to the floor and lies still.

King: “How about now?”

Game over!



If you have now displeased King Afro, and you attempt to start a further conversation with him, things go like this...



Option 1

You: “I’m sorry, your supreme highness, I don’t know what came over me. Forgive me...”

King: “Well now, seein’ as how I’m such a benevolent ruler, I’m going to forgive your ass on the followin’ condition: you’ve got to accept the quest I give you, which is to seek out my missing grail and return it to me ASAFP - are we clear?”

You: “Crystal!”

If Krystal is here, include the following:

Krystal: “What?”

King: “Never mind.”

You: “I’ve always wanted to use that gag!”

Conversation continues...

King: “Okay, man. Consider yourself on a royal mission!”

Conversation over.



Option 2

You: “Are you still displeased with me?”

King: “Yes.”

Conversation over.



Option 3

You: “Royalty is an outmoded structure dedicated to the self perpetuation of the monarchy and to the oppression of the masses on a nation-wide scale.”

King: “It’s also great for getting your face on postage stamps.”

Conversation over.



If you’ve been given the grail quest, and haven’t left the location since, OR if you’ve returned without the grail and had an initial chat, attempts to speak to King Afro elicit one of the following responses...



King: “Still here, man? I thought I gave you a quest to do!”



King: “Get your ass on the road and find that grail, man!”



King: “Are you lost man? The door’s just over there!”



If, having been sent on the grail quest, you return to King Afro’s palace without the grail, talking to the King will provide the following conversation...



King: “Back again, huh? Did you bring my grail back or what?”



Option 1

You: “I couldn’t find it, your majesty.”

King: “Then I believe you’ll be wanting to set off immediately to continue your search?”

You: “Your majesty is, as usual, correct!”

King: “Happy trails.”

Conversation over.



Option 2

You: “I was wondering if you had any other, simpler quests you needed doing? I could wax your car, take out trash, do some gardening...”

King: “No, I don’t need another Lawnmower Man on my hands. Just find that grail and bring it back to me.”

Conversation over.



Option 3

You: “Yes! I have recovered it! And I have brought it back to you!”

King: “Come on then, man, let’s see it!”

You: “Naaaah! Fooled you! I haven’t really found it at all!”

King: “You think you’re funny, but I ain’t laughing, man. Get your ass back on the streets and find that grail before I lose my temper!”

Conversation over.



If we come back to him with his precious grail, King Afro immediately greets us as follows...



King: “Is that a grail in your pocket?”

You: “Well done, your majesty! Many lesser folk would have felt obliged to add ‘or are you just pleased to see me’ to that sentence. I’m glad you didn’t.”

King: “Yeah man, now let’s see it!”

You: “Here you are...”

You give the grail to King Afro. He hands you the carte blanche.

King: “Thanks, man! Take this carte blanche thing, it’s like a blank piece of paper from the king, freedom of the town, all that good stuff...”

You: “Er... thanks, I think...”

King: “Now get out of here. Me and my grail have a lot of catching up to do!”

Conversation over.



Once you’ve returned the grail to King Afro, any subsequent attempts to engage him in conversation will be greeted by one of the following retorts...



King: “Get out of here, man. You’ve done your duty for King and country...”

King: “Hey man, can’t you see I’m busy? Me and my grail are gettin’ re-aquainted, but it ain’t no Kodak moment... move away, man!”

King: “Now I appreciate your finding my grail an’ all, but I don’t need any new friends, you see what I’m saying? Take your ass outside and I’ll see you later!”



If you’re a complete wash out, and have spoken to the king but failed to get involved in any questing action, any subsequent attempts to talk to the king will be greeted by one of the following responses....



King: “Get out of my face, man. We got nothin’ left to say to each other!”

King: “Don’t say another word, man. I’ve heard enough from your ass to last me a lifetime!”

King: “Are you still here, man? In case I didn’t make it clear, I have grown weary of your continued presence. Get lost!”



Responses To Unsuccessful Spells

King: “Hey, I eat a healthy diet, y’know what I’m saying? There ain’t no way yo’ raggedy li’l spell is gonna work on my ass, if you get my meaning!”

King: “Gas? I don’t have no troubles with gas, man! I don’t eat no beans!”



Responses To Greetings From New Arrivals

King: “Take a number, man, I’m busy.”

King: “And the same to you, man!”

King: “My compliments to you too, man!”

�Talking to The Little Yellow Fellow’s Owner



There’s something about this guy that suggests his hands spend a lot of time in other people’s pockets, if you know what I mean. The sort of guy you’d rather not leave young children alone in the same room with... the sort of guy who’s house has a lot of sticky surfaces, as well as an abundance of leather and black rubber furnishings....

It’s not as if he has teams of young girls, chained up in his cellar or anything... at least, I don’t think he has...?!



The first time you enter the tavern where he spends his time, he will try to attract your attention with one of the following remarks...



Owner: “Excuse me...”

Owner: “I say...”

Owner: “You there...”



If you then try to talk to him, he will open the conversation as follows...



Owner: “Would you care to... play a game?”



Option 1

You: “Yes.”

Owner: “Ah... you yield to my suggestion. Mmm, we’re going to get along famously!”

You: “So tell me about the game...”

Owner: “It really is quite a... satisfying experience.”

Cut to view of the Pac-Man game screen.

Owner: “Guide the little yellow fellow through the maze, avoiding the other creatures moving around within. You simply tilt the table, forwards and backwards, left or right...”

You: “And I can make the little yellow fellow do whatever I want?”

Owner: “Well... within reason.... mmm!”

Cut back to conversation screen.

You: “What happens if the other creatures get him?”

Owner: “Mmmm!”

You: “And that’s the end of the game?”

Owner: “It is a fitting... climax! Shall we begin?”

Continues on from Option 2.



Option 2

You: “I don’t know. What kind of game did you have in mind?”

Owner: “Now there’s a question I’d better answer carefully...”

You: “Is it anything to do with that strange pivoting table you have there in the corner?”

Owner: “Forgive me, my mind was... elsewhere - yes, the game involves... manipulating the table and is simple, yet strangely... rewarding.”

Cut to view of Pac-Man game screen.

Owner: “By angling the table forwards or backwards, left or right, you can... force the little yellow fellow within to move in the appropriate direction. Guide him around the maze avoiding the other creatures - who will seek to... interfere with him - and, if you are successful, you will win a little yellow fellow of your very own!”

You: “I see.”

Cut back to conversation screen.

Owner: “So, shall I... favour you with a game?”



Option 2.1

You: “Yes.”

Owner: “Very well, let the game begin...”

Initiate a rousing game of Pac Man.



Option 2.2

You: “I’m not sure...”

Owner: “I understand you hesitation, but let me press you to try it just once... mmm, how often I’ve heard myself saying that!”

You: “All right, let’s give it a try.”

Owner: “The first time is always... memorable! Let’s begin...”

Initiate a rousing game of Pac Man.



Option 2.3

You: “No.”

Owner: “Your refusal... makes me more determined than ever to see you play!”

You: “Well, I’m not playing, and that’s all there is to it!”

Owner: “Go on, go on! Say it again!”

You: “I’m not playing.”

Owner: “Rejection, contrariness, possible humiliation.... Mmmm!”

Conversation over



Option 3

You: “I don’t have time for games, my suspicious fellow; I have business with the High Steward of this city!”

Owner: “Ah yes, the old ‘chain of command’ thing. Yes, I rather like... chains, don’t you?”

You: “I’ve never really thought about it...”

Owner: “I love chains. So... restrictive, so... cold against the skin... mmm!”

Conversation over.



Midway through the game of Pac Man, we may suddenly cut back to the conversation screen for the following...



Owner: “So, do you... enjoy playing this kind of game?”



Option 1

You: “Yes.”

Owner: “How... much do you enjoy it?”

You: “Quite a lot.”

Owner: “Would you say it... excites you?”

You: “Well, certain games can be exciting, I suppose...”

Owner: “Mmmmm!”

Cut back to the Pac Man game.



Option 2

You: “No.”

Owner: “So if you were... forced to play such a game, it might cause you some... distress?”

You: “I suppose so.”

Owner: “And if exposure to the game was... sustained, your distress might heighten into... anguish?”

You: “Well...”

Owner: “I can picture you now, writhing around in complete revulsion... Mmmmm!”

Cut back to the Pac Man game.



Option 3

You: “Come again?”

Owner: “Mmmmm!”

Cut back to the Pac Man game.



If you refused to play Pac Man, reached a Conversation Over, and have not left the location since initially chatting with the Owner, any attempts to rekindle the embers of conversation will be met with the following response...



Owner: “No, no! Don’t say anything yet! I’m still toying with the memory of our last little... encounter.”



Owner: “Uh-uh! It’s my turn to play hard-to-get, now!”



Owner: “You can’t keep away, can you? I must admit it’s rather nice to be... badgered like this... mmmm!”



If you leave the tavern without playing the game and then return later, trying to initiate another conversation with the Owner, your verbal banter will be not unlike this...



Owner: “So, you’ve... come back? Do you want to... play?”



Option 1

You: “All right then, what do I have to do?”

Owner: “Don’t tempt me!”

Cut to view of Pac Man game screen.

You: “So I move my little yellow fellow round the maze...?”

Owner: “Yes, just tilt the table forwards or backwards, left or right, and you’ll see the little blighter tumble along. Take care to avoid the other creatures in the maze, they tend to... do things to the little yellow fellow!”

Cut back to the conversation screen.

You: “Okay, and what do I get if I win?”

Owner: “If you win? Why, I’ll give you a little yellow fellow of your very own, to... do with as you please!”

Initiate a rousing game of Pac Man.



Option 2

You: “I don’t know... it sounds a bit boring...”

Owner: “I have other... different games...”

You: “I’ll bet you have, but I don’t think I want to know what they are.”

Owner: “There aren’t enough people here to play the sort of game I was thinking about... mmmm!”

Conversation over.



Option 3

You: “You’re sick! You repulse me, you revolt me, you churn my stomach and disgust my innermost self to the point of mental breakdown!”

Owner: “Do you really mean that? Mmmm!”

Conversation over.



If you’ve refused to play the game, left the location, come back and refused to play the game again then (a) you’re quite bizarre and (b) the Owner will respond to all subsequent attempts at conversation with one of the following...



Owner: “No no! Don’t speak to me now, you self righteous square. You made your feelings, though not your sexual orientation, perfectly clear!”



Owner: “Go away! How can I... lure people with you hanging around me all the time?”



Owner: “I’m sorry, but I’ve been hurt before and... Mmmm!”



If you have played the game and then try to talk to the Owner, he will respond with one of the following remarks...



Owner: “Stop! You’ve already played this game. I want to watch somebody else doing it for the first time... mmmm!”



Owner: “Wait a minute... I believe you want to play this game, don't you, eh? Mmmm! I rather think I’m going to keep you in suspense, force you to wait... mmmm!”



Owner: “No, no! You’ve already had a turn. There must be countless young waifs and strays willing to do... almost anything for a go on this game!”



Responses To Unsuccessful Spells

Owner: “Mmm! What a strange sensation!”

Owner: “Is that gas? Oh I don’t know, I smell so many unusual smells... mmm!”



Responses To Greetings From New Arrivals

Owner: “I like to exercise restraint... especially on other people!”

Owner: “Hello. Do you come here often?”

Owner: “I’m sorry, I have a terrible memory; do I know you and, if so, how well?”

�Talking to Ninja Baker-San 



Ah! Ninja Baker-San is very honourable fellow. Cross between Samurai, and Breadmaster, he wears traditional attire that befits his position - black Ninja outfit with eye-slot, plus honourable white chef’s hat.



He is very badly dubbed over with 70’s porn-film American accent.



First time you meet him, he engage you in noble art of conversation, so...



Option 1

You: “Hello there, Mr Ninja Baker.”

Ninja: “Ah! So! We meet again!”

You: “Er... no. I’ve never seen you before in my life actually.”

Ninja: “You do not deceive me, Doctor Sukiyaki! I know it is you! Your feeble attempts at trickery do not fool me for a minute, I see through your pitiful disguise in an instant!”

You: “You’re mad, aren’t you?”

Ninja: “That’s what my arch enemy Doctor Sukiyaki always said to me... you are Doctor Sukiyaki!!!”

You: “I am Doctor Sukiyaki?”

Ninja: “So! You admit that you are Doctor Sukiyaki, my old nemesis! Surely now you will meet your doom at last!”

You: “I will not meet my doom... and don’t call me Shirley!”

Cut to sepia shot of audience applauding wildly.

You: “Thank you.”

Ninja: “You dishonour the sacred jokes of our ancestors! For that you will pay!”

You: “Cash or charge?”

Ninja: “Cash. And let that be a lesson to you!”

Your gold coin total increases by one!

You: “You certainly showed me!”

Ninja: “Go about your business, and trouble me no more!”

Continues after 2.



Option 2

You: “So, you’re a baker, eh?”

Ninja: “Truly, your wisdom is great, oh stater-of-the-obvious.”

You: “Do you enjoy baking then?”

Ninja: “I am at one with the dough. I am content.”

You: “So, tell me... when did you first start baking?”

Ninja: “You speak with the words of a talk-show host! Leave this place, and trouble me no more!”



Option 2.1

You: “I’ll bet you’re a bit Bruce Lee fan.”

Ninja: “What?!”

You: “Yeah, me too. I love that guy.”

Ninja: “All right, you’ve had your fun. Now I command you to be silent! I have work to do!”

Conversation over.



Option 2.2

You: “So, tell me everything you know about bread.”

Ninja: “I thought I told you to trouble me no more...”

You: “That’s right...”

Ninja: “And yet you are still here?”

You: “You ninja bakers don’t miss a trick, do you?”

Ninja: “I have had enough of this. Leave me to my baking!”

Conversation over.



Option 2.3

You: “What’s that aftershave you’re wearing... is it... no, it couldn’t be... ‘Hiya Karate’?”

Cut to red screen with black silhouetted martial arts guys kicking the hell out of each other, various ‘Ooow’s and ‘Heeyahh’s on overdubbed. Large bottle of Hiya Karate aftershave appears in the foreground, accompanied by a deep voice saying “‘Hiya Karate’: the smell of combat!”

Cut back to conversation screen.

Ninja: “What’s wrong with it?”

You: “What’s wrong with it? It’s a fire hazard, that’s what!”

Ninja: “You have insulted the aftershave of my forefathers! You have no honour! I shall fight you!”

He attacks you. Cut to combat screen.



Option 3

You: “Come on then, you fashion victim. I’ve always wanted to fight someone in pyjamas!”

Ninja: “These are not pyjamas! These are my noble ninja clothes, a badge symbolising the honourable tradition of black-robed combat!”

You: “And they look like pyjamas.”

Ninja: “Defend yourself!”

He attacks you. Cut to combat screen.



Once you have annoyed the Ninja, any further attempts to talk him will result in him saying one of the following...



Ninja: “Be silent, you dog! Now, leave my establishment... while you still can!”

Ninja: “I will listen to no more of your dishonourable talk!”

Ninja: “You are wasting your time here, coward. I will not hear your pathetic words!”



Responses To Unsuccessful Spells

Ninja: “You attack me with a dishonourable spell! Damn you! But I have trained every muscle in my body! I will clench! I will resist! You will not defeat me..... AAAARRRRGGGGHHHHH!!!”

Ninja: “Have I left the gas on? Of course I have! I need the power of gas to heat my ovens, you fool!”



Responses To Greetings From New Arrivals

Ninja: “You have no honour! Damn you!”

Ninja: “So! You have returned! Let us see if you remember all that I have taught you!”

Ninja: “Yes indeed, but what is the sound of one clapping?”

�Talking to Tree Bloke 



 - in the 7-11 Quest -



He’s big, he’s hard, he’s made of wood. He’s a living tree with branch-arms and root-legs. Okay, so all trees are ‘living’ but this one is mobile. And he has a beard. And he smokes a pipe. Perhaps. Certainly he’s got a leafy haircut.

His voice is a reminiscent of Sidney Greenstreet, but don’t be misled by his intonation - this Bloke can handle himself in a forest-fight.



If this is your first conversation with him .....



Option 1

You: “Hello Mister Tree.”

TreeBloke: “Hello, meat creature.”

You: “Tree-mendous to meet you.”

TreeBloke: “**Flesh-tastic** to make your acquaintance.”

You: “I like to branch out and make new friends.”

TreeBloke: “And weed out your enemies.”

You: “But it’s good to keep your roots.”

TreeBloke: “We’ve done the puns. Now leaf me alone.”

You: “I hope you don’t arbor any resentment towards me?”

TreeBloke: “Not a twig of it.”

TreeBloke walks away. Conversation over.



Option 2

You: “What the hell are you?”

TreeBloke: “You’re asking who I am?”

You: “Who later. First tell me what.”

TreeBloke: “I’ll answer both - I am Tree Bloke, living tree spirit of the woodlands .....”

You: “Tree Spirit? So you’re the guardian of all vegetation? Seeking to protect the tree race and campaigning for Plants’ Rights, that kind of thing?”

TreeBloke: “Heavens no! In these days of deforestation, it’s every tree for himself.”

TreeBloke lumbers off. Conversation over.



Option 3

You: “You look like potential furniture.”

TreeBloke: “Excuse me?”

You: “You’d make a lovely desk. Or a set of matching chairs.”

TreeBloke: “Oh no, my skills are not of that kind.”

You: “I’ll provide the skills, you provide the raw material.”

TreeBloke: “My goodness me! You cut me up with your cruel humour!”

You: “That’s the general idea.”

Conversation over.



Your second conversation with Tree Bloke .....



Option 1

You: “Hello again, my evergreen friend.”

TreeBloke: “And hello to you too. But I’m not evergreen, I’m deciduous.”

You: “Sorry to hear that. Is it painful?”

TreeBloke: “Only in the fall.”

You: “But you’re fit and well right now?”

TreeBloke: “In the blooming best of health, indeed I am.”



Option 1.1

You: “May I offer you a Quest?”

TreeBloke: “You may.”

You: “I offer you a Quest.”

TreeBloke: “Very magnanimous, very magnanimous indeed! (pause) I accept.”

You: “So quickly? Without hearing the details?”

TreeBloke: “To play a part in a Quest, any Quest! Ah, yes, I haven’t had a good role for years.”�You: “I can’t offer you anything so intimate. But go to The Jolly Mutant Tavern and we’ll Quest together.”

TreeBloke: “Is it a big part?”

You: “Er ..... wait and see.”

TreeBloke leaves (!) recruited. Conversation over.



Option 1.2

You: “What do you think of goblins?”

TreeBloke: “Of course, I don’t do it myself, but I consider it a perfectly acceptable activity between consenting adults.”

You: “Goblins. You know, the guys with the horny helmets.”

TreeBloke: “That’s different. There’s a risk of infection.”

You: “Er ..... Shouldn’t we make every effort to stamp out these horny goblins?”

TreeBloke: “For the sake of public health and safety, yes!”

You: “Meet me in the Flake Town tavern and we’ll carry out this ..... er, public health cleansing operation!”

TreeBloke: “And when we’ve wiped out the goblins, we’ll tackle Dutch Elm Disease!”

You: “Er ..... maybe in the sequel.”

TreeBloke leaves recruited. Conversation over.



Option 1.3

You: “I could climb you and glean a magnificent view.”

TreeBloke: “Over my dead branches!”

You: “If that’s what it takes.”

TreeBloke: “I must warn you, my twigs are deadly weapons!”

You: “Sure they are...”

TreeBloke: “No really, allow me to demonstrate!”

TreeBloke attacks you, for one round of fighting. Assuming you survive, TreeBloke will say the following...

TreeBloke: “I warned you, it’s a Jungle out here...”

TreeBloke walks away. Conversation over.



Option 2

You: “You seem like a hard fellow.”

TreeBloke: “I haven’t got a woody, if that’s what you mean -”

You: “I hope that’s not what I mean.”

TreeBloke: “What do you mean?”

You: “You’re tough.”

TreeBloke: “Tough as wood and old as the hills. Would you care to count my rings?”

A RingWraith appears and sniffs TreeBloke.

RingWraith: “Rings! Give me your rings!”

TreeBloke flattens him (dead) with a hefty branch.

TreeBloke: “Annoying.”

You: “Impressive! You could be useful to me.....”

TreeBloke: “Oh really? In what way, pray tell?”

He raises his eyebrows with a creak.

Continues after 1



Option 3

You: “I never wanted to be an adventurer...”

TreeBloke: “No?”

You: “No, I always dreamed of being a lumberjack!”

TreeBloke: “Not a profession I’ve ever really approved of...”

You: “Yes, the outdoor life, the smell of the mighty redwood...”

TreeBloke: “I think I know the mighty redwood you mean...”

You: “With my best gal/guy at my side...” 

TreeBloke: “This is leading up to a song, isn’t it?”

You: “Yes, I’d sing and sing and sing....”

TreeBloke: “No I’m sorry, but this is for your own good...”

TreeBloke attacks you. Assuming you survive, he then casually walks away. Conversation over.



If you have failed to recruit TreeBloke, you may take up the following conversation....

 

Option 1

You: “Hello once more, Tree Bloke. Looking for some excitement?”

TreeBloke: “Certainly not the kind of ‘excitement’ you’ve offered me before. My bark’s begun to scar from our previous encounter.”

You: “How about a bit of gang warfare?”

TreeBloke: “Ah yes, gang warfare! Most invigorating, most invigorating indeed!”

You: “That’s right! I hope you like bashing goblins.”

TreeBloke: “Goblins? What are they? They’re not plants, are they?”

You: “Nah. Goblins couldn’t be further from flora. They’re mean and nasty flesh ’n’ blood types.”

TreeBloke: “I love to bash a bit of flesh! In cold-sapped revenge, you understand.”

You: “Go to the Jolly Mutant backroom and soon you’ll have the green blood of goblins flowing under your boughs.”

TreeBloke: “My buds are all a-quiver at the prospect!”

He leaves, Recruited. Conversation over.



Option 2

 - if you have the lighter or the flame-thrower

You: “Join my party or be firewood! I’ve got a lighter/flame-thrower and I’m not afraid to use it”

You brandish the lit lighter/flame-thrower.

TreeBloke: “Isn’t it conventional to send out invitations?”

You: “Not that kind of party, bush-brain! It’s a gang of guys on a goblin-gore-fest!”

TreeBloke: “Invitation accepted. Where do I go for this party?”

You: “To the inn in Flaketown.”

TreeBloke: “Why didn’t you say so before! I shall make haste!”

TreeBloke leaves, recruited. Conversation over.



Option 2

 - if you don’t have the lighter or flame-thrower

You: “Join my party or you’re timber, Tree Bloke!”

TreeBloke: “Your blackmail tactics aren’t worthy of a bonsai.”

You: “Be a recruit or be dead wood!”

TreeBloke: “We tried this before, remember?”

You: “But now my threats come with an offer of employment.”

TreeBloke: “That’s a novel approach, luvvie.”

You: “Join my party or die, botanical boy!”

TreeBloke: “Oh very well. Where’s your little gathering?”

You: “In the tavern in Flake Town. Be there or be... elsewhere!”

TreeBloke: “Consider me recruited.” (Short pause.) “And I’d cut down on the caffeine if I were you, which I thank my personal lucky stars I’m not....”

He leaves, Recruited. Conversation over.



Option 3

You: “Go photosynthesise yourself.”

TreeBloke: “I’m doing it all the time, my friend. All the time.”

You: “Pack your trunk and leave.”

TreeBloke: “Perhaps you seek another altercation, am I right?”

You: “Get on with it, you walking hatstand!”

TreeBloke: “I’m right.”

TreeBloke attacks you. From now on he will attack you on sight. Conversation over.



During battles with Tree Bloke, his movements are accompanied by the sound of creaking and rustling.



Responses to Greetings from New Arrivals

TreeBloke: “Have a care, sir. It’s a jungle out there!”

TreeBloke: “Hello, my little sapling!”

TreeBloke: “By gad, you’re a card sir, you most certainly are.”



�Talking to Timmy 



If Steven Wright were a Hound O’ Hell and not a stand-up comic, he’d be Timmy. They share a laconic, droll delivery. Timmy is deadpan in the extreme, to the extent that his barking and growling emerge as spoken words. This in contrast to his fearsome, biggest-damn-dog-you’ve-ever-seen appearance, complete with dripping fangs and a wicked sneer. Fortunately, Timmy is chained up.



If you arrive at the barrow which Timmy is guarding, and he is awake (not yet drugged), he will rise up onto his hackles (?!), bare his fangs and say,



Timmy: (spoken) “Bark! Bark, bark!” (Short pause, then very laid-back) “Bark.”



You may now choose to start a conversation with him, a conversation that would go as follows .....



Option 1

You: “Nice doggy. Nice, nice doggy.”

Timmy: “Nice doggy? Not me. I’m a Hound O’ Hell.”

You: “I’m trying to sweet-talk you with comforting words, you - you nice, nice doggy you.”

Timmy: “Why would you do that?”

You: “I’d like to establish trust and friendship between us, so’s I can walk past you into the barrow.”

Timmy: “Oh. No go on that frontier. I’m here to guard the tombs against unwelcome intruders and, if necessary, tear them apart with my teeth -”

You: “Unwelcome intruders?”

Timmy: “That means you, chum. Bark. Bark, bark.”

Conversation over.



Option 2

You: “What’s with this ‘bark’ business? Go tell it to the Tree People.”

Timmy: “Bark! Bark, bark, bark!”

You: “There you go again. If you want bark, you won’t get it from me. I’ve got better things to do than to strip the rind off a woody perennial.”�Timmy: “Bark.”

You: “You’ve got strong-looking teeth. Go get your own bark.”

Timmy: “I don’t want any barking bark!” (Short pause.) “Bark. Bark.”

You: “Then why do you keep saying it?”

Timmy: “It’s all in the Hound O’ Hell Training Manual. Say ‘bark’ to would-be trespassers.”

You: “Aren’t you supposed to actually bark, like this?”

You bark.

Timmy: “My approach seems to be working fine. Nobody’s got past me yet. Bark. Bark, bark.”�Conversation over.



Option 3

You: “Bow down at the feet of your master, you mangy mutt!”

Timmy: “That’s not going to happen.”

You: “Crawl on your belly, I say, acknowledge humanity as the superior lifeform!”

Timmy: “Bark off.”

You: “It’s a well-established Law of Nature, that the canine species is a servant of Mankind!”

Timmy: “I think that particular Law of Nature applies to the fluffy, playful, lick-your-face-friendly breed of household pet. Look at me closely. You’ll notice the difference.”

Conversation over.



If you strike up a second conversation with the still-undrugged Timmy, it will go like this .....



Option 1

You: “Can I bribe you please?”

Timmy: “I shouldn’t think so. Woof, woof.”

You: “Go on, let me try.”

Timmy: “Bark. Woof. What did you have in mind?”

You: “Well, if I give you something you really want, you’ll let me into the barrow and you won’t savage me with your sharp incisors.”

Timmy: “For that kind of a deal, you’d have to give me something really special -”

You: “Anything! What do you want?”

Timmy: “I fancy a nice crunchy marrow-filled bone.”

You: “Sorry. I haven’t got one of those.”

Timmy: “You’re full of the things!”

You: “Ah. You want to eat me? You’re just like all the other monsters -”

Timmy: “I resent that. I don’t want to eat you. Only your bones. You can keep the rest. Woof. Growl.”

Conversation over.



Option 2

You: “Don’t you ever wag your tail?”

Timmy: “Only when I’m happy. Woof.”

You: “Aren’t you happy now?”

Timmy: “I’m chained to a rock outside a second-rate barrow, guarding it from creeps like you who think they can get something for nothing and who haven’t done a decent day’s work in their lives, and I’m cold and I’m hungry and I’m stuck in a banal conversation. Oh yeah, I’m ecstatic. Woof, woof.”

You: “Perhaps if you wagged your tail you might make yourself happy.”

Timmy: “How do you figure?”

You: “By wagging your tail you’ll release endorphins into your brain and you’ll be fooled into a state of pure joy.”

Timmy: “You watch a lot of daytime TV. I can tell.”

Conversation over.



Option 3

You: “I hope your bark’s not worse than your bite, ‘cos your bark’s the worst I ever heard.”

Timmy says nothing.

You: “Did you hear me?”

Timmy: “I heard you. I’m trying to disentangle your syntax. Let me get this straight - you’re criticising my bark and you’re doubting my biting ability.”

You: “That about sums it up.”

Timmy: “I’ll allow you to make a more informed comparison: Here’s my bark: Bark, bark! Bark, woof, bark!”

You: “Rubbish.”

Timmy: “And here’s my bite.”

He bites you. You howl. You lose a lot of hps. Conversation over.



A third conversation with the wide-awake Timmy would be .....



Option 1

You: “Let me past into the barrow.”

Timmy: “Not barking likely!”

Conversation over.



Option 2

You: “Your name’s Timmy, isn’t it?”

Timmy: “Ack! You know my name!”

You: “I saw it written on your food bowl on the way up here.”

Timmy: “Er... That’s all a mistake. Perhaps it’s just a million-to-one series of typos...”

You: “It is your bowl, isn’t it?”

Timmy: “Woof!”

You: “Is that a yes or a no?”

Timmy: “That’s a ‘woof’. In the affirmative.”

You: “So there’s no mistake -”

Timmy: “Okay, so now you know my True Name, I must do your bidding! It’s the Rules, you see. If a mortal learns the True Name of a Hound O’ Hell, that Hound must do what the mortal says!”

You: “How very convenient.”

Timmy: “So tell me what I must do!”



Option 2.1

You: “Timmy, sit!”

Timmy: “I’m already sitting.”

You: “In that case, Timmy -”

Timmy: “Uh-uh. You only get one chance. We’re back to the kind of relationship where I guard the barrow and you are excluded.”

You: “Oh.”

Conversation over.



Option 2.2

You: “Timmy, beg!”

Timmy: “Okay.”

Timmy gets into a ‘begging’ position on his hind legs.

Timmy: “Please. Please, please, please.”

Pause. He sits back normally.

You: “Is that it?”

Timmy: “You woofed-up your opportunity there. No more ordering me around. I’m back on duty.”

Conversation over.



Option 2.3

You: “Timmy, remain calm while I enter the barrow.”

You sneak past Timmy and just as you reach the entrance, one of Timmy’s enormous paws blocks your progress and slides you back.

You: (indignant) “Hey!”

Timmy: “I’m calm. I’m calm.”

You: “But you’ve gotta let me enter the barrow!”

Timmy: “No woofing way.”

You: “You have to do what I say, now that I know your one True Name!”

Timmy: “Oh that? Just my little joke. An example of our Hell Hound Humour.”

Conversation over.



Option 3

You: “You son of a bitch!”

Timmy: “Yeah. So?”

Conversation over.



No further conversations are possible with the undrugged Hound; if attempted, he will respond with one of the following:



Timmy: “Bark! Bark, bark!”

Timmy: “Bark.”

Timmy: “Woof, woof!”

Timmy: “Trespassers will be bitten.”

Timmy: “Growl. Snarl. Bark. Woof. And other threatening noises.”

Timmy: “No more talk. Just the ‘Woof’ and the ‘Bark’.”

Timmy: “Step back or you’re dog-food.”

Timmy: “Keep away or you’re canine chow.”



If you try to break the chain that binds Timmy, your weapon will be damaged with each blow, and Timmy will say one of these:

Timmy: “That’s no good. You think I haven’t tried?”

Timmy: “If my teeth can’t bite through it, your feeble little weapon’s got no chance.”

Timmy: “That’s hell-grade steel, that is.”

Timmy: “Trying to break me loose so I can kill you? Who sucked out your common-sense?”





Regardless of any previous encounters with the wide-awake Timmy, if you find him unconscious and drugged, a stream of Zs will be emanating from his quivering, slobbering chops. You may take the drugged beef without hassle from his dog-dish, or walk past him into the barrow unmolested.



If you nudge him physically or start a conversation, the following pieces will occur (in this sequence) .....



Conversation 1 - with the sleeping Timmy

Timmy: (groggily) “Hey, don’t wake me up! I’m all barked-out. Ain’t you heard you gotta let sleeping dogs lie?”

He falls asleep again.



Until your next attempt to rouse him, Timmy will continue to emit a stream of Zs and occasionally say

Timmy: “Snore.”

or

Timmy: “Snore. Snarl. Snore.”



Conversation 2 - with the sleeping Timmy

Timmy: (slowly waking up) “Whuh?” (He blinks.) “It’s you again. I should tear you to pieces with my claws.” (yawning, drowsily) “Used to do that for a living, you know. Rip things up with my claws. Not people. Paper. I was the DarkLord’s official paper-shredder. I was his numero-uno, his right-hand hound. All that incriminating evidence, like contracts and memos and shopping-lists, he’d throw ‘em at me and I’d rip ‘em up up good ‘n’ proper.” (He yawns and stretches.) “’Course, this was in the old days. Now the DarkLord’s got a paperless office. It ain’t the same since all this magical technology took over. No decent work for a self-respecting Hound O’ Hell ..... Zzzzz.” (He’s asleep again.)



Conversation 3 - with the sleeping Timmy

Timmy: (waking suddenly) “Bark! Bark Woof Bark Growl Bark Snarl Woof! Yawn Snore.”

After a tirade more ‘aggressive’ than he’s previously been, he suddenly drops off to sleep again with comical rapidity.



Conversation 4 - with the sleeping Timmy

Timmy: “Eh? Where am I? I remember. I’m guarding this barking barrow. Used to guard more prestigious places than this. At my peak, I was the guard dog of Hell itself. Cerberus they called me, out of respect. Now it’s Timmy. No respect at all.”

You: “You were Cerberus, the guard-dog of Hell itself?”

Timmy: “Yeah. How the mighty mutt has fallen.”

You: “But Cerberus had three heads. Or was it more? Anyway, he had more than one head, and that’s all you’ve got.”

Timmy: (casually) “That three-heads business? I had a good publicist.”

He abruptly drops off to sleep once more.



Conversation 5 - with the sleeping Timmy

Timmy: (half-asleep) “I’ve chased some cats in my time. That one with the trademarked brand-name? I chased that appetite for lasagne right out of his cheeky fur. I pursued him across the Kingdom, him overweight and unfit, me in dogged pursuit. Then the cat ran up a tree where I couldn’t get at him, the woofing pussy. But I did get him, though. Now all he’s good for is a windshield ornament.”

Timmy falls asleep with a smile on his face.



Conversation 6 - with the sleeping Timmy

Timmy: (rousing with difficulty) “Didn’t I tell you? I’m a sleeping dog. Let me lie.”�You: “My assessment of your related personal history is that you’ve been doing nothing else.”

Timmy: “If I wasn’t so -” (he briefly falls asleep, Z-s out, then wakes up again) “- I’d kill you for that.”

You: “I don’t doubt it. But before you go back to the land of nodding dogs, answer me a question.”

Timmy: “What’s the woofing question then?”



Option 1

You: “Was it something in the beef that sent you to sleep?”

Timmy: “Very good. You worked it out all by yourself. Now let me -”

He abruptly falls asleep. Conversation over.



Option 2

You: “If every dog has his day, when’s yours?”

Timmy: “A week next Tuesday. Can I slumber now?”

He does so.

Conversation over.



Option 3

You: “You’re a mongrel bastard, aren’t you?”

Timmy: “Snarl. Growl. No I’m not. I’m a sonofabitch but I’ve got a respectable pedigree. I’m a pure-blood Hound O’ Hell! What’s more, I’ve got connections. All my friends are in the movies - Lassie? Beethoven? Personal friends o’ mine. I went to college with Snoopy, but where did it get me? Now he’s syndicated and I’m constipated; go figure!”

He falls asleep. Conversation over.



If you try to talk to him again, he will respond with one of the following.....



Timmy: “Let me alone. I’m dog-tired.”

Timmy: “Snore.”

Timmy: “Snore!”

Timmy: “Snore, snore, snore, I tell ya.”

Timmy: “Yawn. Snore.”

�Talking to the Edam Guards 



There are two of them and they are indistinguishable with their identical uniforms, helmets and spears.



They guard the entrance to the town of Edam; a set of double-gates stands open tantalisingly in the centre of the town’s outer wall. The guards walk back-and-forth behind the open gates, patrolling. As one reaches the edge of the gate he disappears briefly behind the wall. This is repeated by the second guard at the opposite side, though one guard always remains at the gate to block your entry.



The first guard you speak to becomes E-Guard1, the other is automatically designated as E-Guard2.



Narrator: “You have reached the gates of Edam, a famous town where the rich and frivolous spend their money and their weekends.”



Your first conversation with E-Guard1 begins either when you select ‘Speak’ or when you attempt to walk brazenly through the gates. E-Guard1 blocks your progress,

E-Guard1: “You can’t come in!” (Short pause.) “Yet.”



Option 1

You: “Okay. I’ll come back later.”

E-Guard1: “In the morning.”

You: “Okay. See you then -”

E-Guard1: “Wait! Don’t you want to argue?”

You: “Not really.”

E-Guard1: “Put up a bit of a fight? Insist that you want to come in right now and you’re a busy person on urgent business and it can’t wait ’til tomorrow?”

You: “No.” (Short pause.) “See you in the morning.”

E-Guard1: (to E-Guard2) “There’s just no arguing with some people.”

You leave. Conversation over.



Option 2

You: “Why not?”

E-Guard1: “Because it’s night-time. All civilised folk are tucked up in their beds, not roaming the streets -”

You: “Civilised people? I’m not one of those. I’ve lied, cheated and stolen on my way here. And you should see the trail of corpses I’ve left in my wake. I’m not civilised at all. So your rules of admission don’t apply to me.”

E-Guard1: “You’re right. There’s a special rule for uncivilised louts.”

You: “What’s that?”

E-Guard1: “Try to get in before morning and you get a spear in your vitals.”

Conversation over.



Option 3

You: “You can’t stop me!”

E-Guard1: “Is that right?”

You: “I’m an achiever, I’m a Daydream Believer! I’m unstoppable! I get what I want and I go where I please. You can’t prevent me from entering Edam!”

E-Guard1: “Watch me.”

He prevents you from entering Edam.

E-Guard1: “You wanna see that again?”

He prevents you from entering Edam again.

E-Guard1: “Now just you be patient, and wait until morning.”

Conversation over.



If you are still on your first visit to the gates and you speak to E-Guard1 again, he says one of:

E-Guard1: “Come back at breakfast time.”�E-Guard1: “I don’t wanna see you again ‘til I’ve seen the sun.”

E-Guard1: “Don’t get persistent with me!”

E-Guard1: “Come back later, gatecrasher.”



If you’re still on your first visit to the gates and you speak to the second guard .....



Option 1

You: “You’ll let me in, won’t you?”

E-Guard2: “Sure!”

You: “You’re not like your associate. I could tell.”

E-Guard2: “We’re most dissimilar in every respect.”

You: “So I can come in?”

E-Guard2: “Sure.” (Pause.) “In the morning.”

Conversation over.



Option 2

- if you’re Shah-Ron

You: (seductive) “I love a man in uniform.”

E-Guard2: “So do I.”

You: “Damn.”

Conversation over.



Option 2

- if you’re Thidney

You: “Let me through! I’m a reporter on a special assignment with K-OMTV!”

E-Guard2: “Really? You must be doing a feature on the Queen, right?”

You: “Er... yes, that’s right. What do you know about it?”

E-Guard2: “I’ll tell you everything just as soon as my shift finishes.”

You: “When do you get off?”

E-Guard2: “In the morning.”

You: “Ah.”

Conversation over.



Option 3

You: “I’ll crack your helmet like an egg and then I’ll come in.”

E-Guard2: “You keep away from my helmet!”

You: “Hah! Call that a helmet? I’ve seen better helmets on... er, well, never mind what I’ve seen.”

E-Guard2: “I’ve heard about folk like you. Now keep your distance, or I shall have to punish you!”



Option 3.1

You: “Promises, promises.”

E-Guard2: “Which I always keep.”

He attacks you. Conversation over.



Option 3.2

You: “Your helmet is very nice, actually.”

E-Guard: (flattered) “Kind of you to say so. I chose it myself -”

You: “You’ve got impeccable taste in headgear. It’s shiny, but not too shiny. Smooth and sophisticated, it matches your complexion and your personality.”

E-Guard2: “You’re saying I look like a helmet and I act like a helmet? Big mistake!”

He attacks you.

Conversation over.



Option 3.3

You: “The words ‘Lets get ready to rumble’ spring to mind...”

E-Guard2 attacks you. Fight happens. You die or run away. Conversation over.



If this is still your first visit to the gates, attempts to talk to E-Guard2 again will bring forth one of the following:

E-Guard2: “Return when the sun has risen.”

E-Guard2: “It ain’t morning yet.”

E-Guard2: “Go away from here (The Main Gates) or I (The Official Guard on duty) will give you (A Random Adventurer) a complete and thorough beating.”

E-Guard2: “No admittance on the Night Shift.”



You will eventually walk away from Edam .....



When you walk back along the road towards Edam, the sun slowly sets (as before).....

Narrator: “The sun sets majestically behind the walled town of Edam.....”

You: “Yeah, what about that, huh? The same thing happened last time I came here. Some coincidence.”

Narrator: “It’s no coincidence. Didn’t I explain about that?”

You: “No you didn’t.”

Narrator: “I must’ve missed a bit.” (Sound of rustling script-pages.) “Ah, here we are.” (Reading) “Edam, a famous town where the rich and frivolous spend their money and their weekends. Edam is under a curse of Perpetual Night where the rays of dawn may never reach.” (Pause.)

You: “Any more information?”

Narrator: “That’s all it says.”

You: “Thanks for being so efficient a Narrator.”

Narrator: “That’s why I’m here.”



As you near the gates for the second time,

E-Guard1: “Didn’t I tell you to come back in the morning?”



Option 1

You: “But Edam is under the shadow of perpetual night!”

E-Guard1: “That’s not my problem.”

You: “No, it’s mine.”

E-Guard1: “Then we’re agreed.”

You: “Er..... are we?”

E-Guard1: “You’ve got your problem and you are mine. Go away and come back in the morning.”

Conversation over.



Option 2

You: “It is morning.”

E-Guard1: (confidently) “You can’t fool me that easily.” (Pause, then doubtfully) “It’s not morning, is it?”

You: “Yes it is.”

E-Guard1: “It doesn’t look like morning. It’s kinda dark and dead-of-nightish.”

You: “But it is morning. Only not here.”

E-Guard1: (to E-Guard2) “Hey, helmet-head!”

E-Guard2: “What?”

E-Guard1: “S/he says it’s morning, but not here. Does that count?”

E-Guard2: “Dunno. Have to check with the boss.”

E-Guard1: “Where is he?”

E-Guard2: “Asleep.”

E-Guard1: (to you) “Right, come back in the morning and we’ll sort it out.”

Conversation over.



Option 3

You: “I know what you said but I ignored it. I want to get in.”

E-Guard1: “You know the rule.”

You and E-Guard1 together: “Come back in the morning.”

Conversation over.



If you try to speak to E-Guard1 again before you talk to his companion, he’ll say one of:



E-Guard1: “Come back later. The morning’s your best bet.”



E-Guard1: “Come back -”

You: “In the morning?”

E-Guard1: “In the morning.”



If you now speak to E-Guard2 .....



E-Guard2: “You can’t enter Edam until the morning!”



Option 1

You: “But morning will never come!”

E-Guard2: “How come?”

You: “Not how come, never come. This town is under a curse of never-ending night.”

E-Guard2: “I thought this was a long shift.”

Conversation over.



Option 2

You: “Since I can’t come in, it’s torture to leave the gates open like that.”

E-Guard2: “Nah. This is torture.”

Cut to sepia shot of some old slapper singing. Cut back to game.

Conversation over.



Option 3

You: “You’ll never see another sunrise!”

E-Guard2: “I’ve never seen one yet.”

You: (thrown) “Er ..... then you’ve missed your chance ’cos -”

E-Guard2: “I’ve never had a chance to see a sunrise.”�You: “Er ..... then you’ve missed your chance to get a chance to see a sunrise!”

E-Guard2: (Short pause.) “Why’s that?”

You: “Er, I’ve forgotten.” (Pause.) “I’ve remembered! It’s ’cos I’m going to kill you!”

E-Guard2: “Don’t kill me now, I’m busy guarding the gates. Come back in the morning and kill me then, when I’m off duty.”

Conversation over. (You can of course attack this immortal character if you wish, outside of conversations).



On this or any other visit further attempts to talk to the two guards will produce responses culled from their earlier lists.



If you have the Brochure O’ Sun, Sea and Tomfoolery and open (‘USE’) it in front of the guards .....

There is a blinding flash o’ light from the brochure then it fizzles to darkness.

E-Guard1: “What was that? Was that the sun?”

E-Guard2: “Dunno. I’ve never seen the sun before.”

E-Guard1: “Me neither.” (Short pause.) “You don’t suppose it’s morning, do you?”

E-Guard2: “Don’t think so. I think morning’s supposed to stick around for awhile. At least until lunch.”

The guards continue patrolling as usual.

The brochure is now broken, useless, as the Narrator informs you,

Narrator: “The brochure is now broken and will no longer light up your life with its rays of sunny advertising.”

You: “Something else you’ve forgotten to tell me?”

Narrator flicks through the script.

Narrator: “Ah. Yes. Just one little thing.” (Reading) “Edam is under a curse of perpetual night where the rays of dawn may never reach. And any artificial source of sunlight will be damaged by this curse.”

You: “You’re doing this on purpose.”

Narrator: “Moi?”

You throw down the ‘broken’ Brochure in disgust. End of scene.



If you have the drugged beef and you throw it over the wall, the guard at that side of the gate will not reappear, instead you hear chewing sounds. The other guard stops his walking back and forth and joins his comrade behind the wall.

Both E-Guards: “Breakfast!” (chewing) “Or is it supper?”

and then they start of snore. You may enter Edam.

�

Talking to the Palace Guards 



These two guards perform a useful duty for the Palace. They guard it. From people like you who might be tempted to carry something sharp in there and do some bloody deeds.



The first guard you speak to becomes P-Guard1, the other P-Guard2.



If you aren’t carrying a weapon or the French-stick, the guards will part to let you through.



If you are carrying your sword and you try to enter the Palace .....



P-Guard1: “You can’t enter the Palace with that thing.”

You: “What thing?”

P-Guard1: “That ugly face of yours. Only kidding. That weapon. You can’t enter the Palace with a weapon.”



Option 1

You: “In that case, will you take care of the weapon for me?”

P-Guard1: “I sure will!”

You hand over your weapon.

P-Guard1: “Very good. Now stand with your legs spread.”

You do. P-Guard1 searches you and takes away any other weapons you have on you.

P-Guard1: “Now stick out your tongue.”

You do.

P-Guard1: “Now roll your eyes.”

You do.

P-Guard1: “Now blow a raspberry.”

You do. P-Guard1 laughs.

P-Guard1: “It’s great fun being a figure of authority. You can go in now.”

You enter the Palace. Conversation over.



Option 2

You: “I promise not to use it.”

P-Guard1: “You swear that you don’t intend to kill anyone inside the Palace?”

You: “I swear.”

P-Guard1: “Then you won’t be needing this.” (He takes your weapon.) “Or these.”

If you have any other weapons, he takes those too. You are waved in. Conversation over.



Option 3

You: “I don’t like being told what I can and can’t do!”

P-Guard1: “Then you’ve come to the wrong place.”

Conversation over.



You can come and go in and out of the Palace as you please, providing you carry no weapons. If you have weapons, they will be confiscated in a routine search procedure.

When you emerge from the Palace, your weapon(s) are given back to you.



Further attempts to speak to P-Guard1 have him saying one of:

P-Guard1: “You know the procedure. And talking’s not part of it.”

P-Guard1: “I don’t make the rules. I only follow them. Blindly.”

P-Guard1: “Don’t try to sweet-talk me.”

P-Guard1: “No weapons permitted! And that includes clever words.”



P-Guard2 will only speak if you talk to him directly, and you have already spoken to his associate .....



P-Guard2: “Leave your weapons outside.”



Option 1

You: “I’ll pay you to bend the rules.”

P-Guard2: “Okay.”

You give him 1gp or something of value.

You: “Is that enough?”

P-Guard2: “More than enough. Consider the rules now bent.”

You: “So I can take a weapon into the Palace?”

P-Guard2: “Oh no. That rule remains unchanged.”

You: “What did I get for my gold piece then?”

P-Guard2: “The rule about radioactive canaries no longer applies.”

You: “That’s irrelevant!”

P-Guard2: “Yes, it is, isn’t it?”

Conversation over.



Option 2

You: “This is an infringement of my civil liberties!”

P-Guard2: “Yeah. And so’s this...”

He searches you and confiscates any weapons.

P-Guard2: “Ah, the abuse of power! Don’t ya just love it?”

Conversation over.



Option 3

You: “You’ll have to kill me first!”

P-Guard2 fights you. Inevitably, you die. He searches you and takes your weapons.

P-Guard2: “Okay, you can enter the Palace now.” (Pause.) “Hello! I said, you can enter the palace now!” (TO FADE)

END OF GAME



Any further attempts to talk to P-Guard2 he’ll say one of:

P-Guard2: “Drop your weapons, and any attempt at conversation.”

P-Guard2: “You’re not making this easy.”

P-Guard2: “I chose this job so I didn’t have to talk to people.”



If you are carrying the sword-cunningly-disguised-as-a-French-stick, when you attempt to walk into the Palace, P-Guard1 stops you:



P-Guard1: “Halt!”

You: “Okay, okay, I’m halting, I’m halting.”

P-Guard1: “You’re not carrying any weapons, are you?”

You: (innocently) “Oh no.”

He searches you and confiscates any flame-throwers, etc.

P-Guard1: “What about that?”

He points to the French loaf. Your heartbeat builds on the s/t (as in Midnight Express). Beads of sweat on your face.

You: “This?”

P-Guard1: “That.”

You: “It’s a loaf of bread. A packed lunch.”

P-Guard1: (to P-Guard2) “S/he’s packing a lunch.”

P-Guard2: “Packing a lunch?”

P-Guard1: “Packing a lunch!”

You: “I promise I won’t make crumbs.”

P-Guard1: “Promise?”

You: “I promise.”

P-Guard1: “Okay. Go on in.”

You enter the Palace. Conversation over.



Rather than having to eat the bread to restore the sword, I propose that the loaf may be used as a sword anyway, contributing to much hilarity during melee. Of course, you can eat the bread if you wish (eg. when the ‘much hilarity’ of fighting with a loaf of bread has lost its impact through familiarity).





�Talking to Krystal



She’s the flowing-robed, ultra-nice New Age type, which has ‘evolved’ out of 60s Love’n’Peace culture, though ‘evolution’ implies a progressive improvement, sadly lacking in this character with cotton-candy for brains. She’s rather sweet, actually, mostly polite except when you offend her dated idealism.



She starts in Flake Town, which is where she belongs (being such a flake) - in the 70s village (FTAFRO) beside a buffet of cooked meats.



The first two conversations detailed below are generic, and will occur one after the other.



Conversation 1



When you first enter her presence, Krystal greets you,



Krystal: “Love and Peace, brother/sister!”



Option 1

You: “Love and Peace flow both ways, sister!”

Krystal: (happily) “Oh yes! I throw my karmic ball of love to you and then you catch it and cherish it and then you pass it back to me. Oh, it’s so beautiful!”

You: “It’s like a game of groovy cosmic Frisbee!”

Krystal: “Let’s do it again! Here I send my psychic projectile ..... Love and Peace!”

You: “Love and Peace!”

Krystal: “Love!”

You: “Love!”

Krystal: “Peace!”

You: “Peace!”

You and Krystal together: “Love and Peace!”

You both shudder and groan in spiritual ecstasy.

Narrator: “You’re both as bad as each other.” (Short pause.) “Morons.”

Conversation over.



Option 2

You: “What’s a nice person like you doing in a Kingdom like this?”

Krystal: “Trying to bring some love, peace and harmony to these troubled regions.”

You: “That’s a noble cause. How are you going about it?”

Krystal: “I’m meditating on the oneness of Creation, I’m chanting the sacred words of rebirth and I’m telling the people and creatures of this sick world not to hit each other quite so hard.”

You: “Is it working?”

Krystal: “Er, no. And I’ve got the bruises to prove it.”

Conversation over.



Option 3

You: “Mind your peace and cues!”

Krystal: “I can sense your aura is bristling with hostility.”

You: “Leave my aura out of this.”

Krystal: “Your aura is very important. Upon its health depends the whole of your well-being.”

You: “I’d like to give you a peace of my mind, you freak. Go back to the commune you were born in.”

Krystal: “You need to get centred. Chant with me and all your anger will dissipate into the healing warmth of the loving Universe. HumKumLaLa. HumKumLaLa. HumKumLaLa ..... Come on, join in ..... HumKumLaLa ..... HumKumLaLa ..... chant with me, don’t be shy, it’s what your soul needs ..... HumKumLaLa. HumKumLaLa .....”



Option 3.1

You: “HumKumLaLa.”

Krystal: “That’s it. And again .....”

You: “HumKumLaLa.”

Krystal: “Again! Keep up the healing flow -”

You: “HumKumLaLa. HumKumLaLa.” (continues as Krystal speaks)

Krystal: “Yes! Feel all the rage and anger leave you, your aura is cleansed of animosity.....”

You and Krystal together: “HumKumLaLa. HumKumLaLa,” (etc.)

Narrator: (talking over you) “Excuse me. Hello? I said, hello! Is anyone home?”

You and Krystal break off in mid-chant.

Narrator: “Now that I’ve got your attention.....” (forcefully) “What the flake do you think you’re doing?”

You: “I’m, er, chanting to, er, cleanse myself of hostility. I think.”

Krystal: “That’s right.”

Narrator: “Well, you’ve cleansed yourself of hostility all right. You’ve chanted yourself into a right bloody wimp. Look at your statistics!”

Onscreen is displayed a glaring close-up of your stats, all at near-zero, eg. hp1, AC1, str2, etc. Even is these stats do not function in the game proper, they are invented for the purposes of this screen, a parody of an extremely crap AD&D character sheet. Include these comments: Species - Pacifist; Experience - Undermined; Charisma - Sickeningly nice; Current Status - Complete Wimp.

Narrator: “You’ll never complete your quest with stats like those.”

You: “What can I do? What can I do!?”

Narrator: “There’s only one way ..... but it’s gratuitous and immoral.”

You: “Whatever, I’ll do it.”

Narrator: “You’re too low on the bravado scale. You gotta strike a happy medium.” (Short pause.) “Literally.”

You: “Oh.”

You turn to Krystal.

Krystal: “Oh.”

You hit her. Your stats return to normal. Conversation over.



Option 3.2

You: “BumCumCaCa.”

Krystal: “That’s it. And again .....”

You: “BumCumCaCa.”

Krystal: “Again! Keep up the healing flow -”

You: “BumCumCaCa. BumCumCaCa,” (continues as Krystal speaks)

Krystal: “Yes! Feel all the rage and anger leave you -” (she breaks off; your chanting becomes louder and more insistent and aggressive.) “I don’t think you’re saying it right. HumKumLaLa. No, you’re definitely saying it wrong! The chant will have the opposite effect!”

You: (stopping the chant) “Opposite effect? You mean like I’ll be more aggressive from now on?”

Krystal: (compassionately) “Yes, you poor savage creature.”

Narrator: “Poor savage nothing. Look at your statistics!”

Your hps, etc. have increased slightly.

You: “Thank you Krystal!”

Conversation over.



Option 3.3

You: “What my soul needs is 2 weeks in the Bahamas, and a pile of gold coins as big as a house. Monotonous chanting doesn’t figure in my plans.”

Krystal: “But what about your inner self? Are earthly riches so important?”

You: “As the wise ones say - Happiness can’t buy you money!”

Conversation over.



If you leave and re-enter the location and Krystal is here, you could talk to her again as follows .....



Option 1

You: “Hello again, love-child.”

Krystal: “That’s not true! Sure, my parents weren’t married but they loved each other very much and they’d made a commitment in the eyes of the Big Spirit and - and - things were different back then.”

You: “Hey, easy! I wasn’t disputing your parentage. If I’d wanted to do that I would have called you an illegitimately challenged hippie. But that wasn’t my line. You’re a love-child. A child of love. That’s all. You shouldn’t be so sensitive.”

Krystal: “But if I wasn’t so sensitive I wouldn’t feel the subtle life-force of every living thing, each blade of grass and birdy’s wing as it connects in the Oneness of Truth and Belonging.”

You: “So? Is that such a big deal?”

Krystal: “It is to me.”

You: “You’re a love-child, alright.”

Conversation over.



Option 2

You: “Can you tell me anything useful?”

Krystal: “I can tell you how to send your astrally-projected Self on inner journeys of bliss into spheres of enlightened transcendence...”

You: “Is this relevant to killing the Dragon / defeating the Dark Lord / Lava-Lamp restoration?”

Krystal: “No. It’s more to do with spiritual satisfaction.”

You: “Forget it then.” (Short pause.) “Can you give me anything useful?”

Krystal: “All I have is a collection of magical minerals -”

You: “Sounds interesting.”

Narrator: (coughs discreetly) “Waste of time.”

Krystal: (oblivious) “I have crystals for every occasion - amethysts for insomnia, quartz for constant energy, lodestones for attraction, potent healing pebbles for pain relief .....”

You: “What about the rocks in your head?”

Krystal: “There’s no rocks in my head, silly! I keep them in my pocket.”

Narrator: “She’s too pure to appreciate your sarcasm.”

Conversation over.



Option 3

You: “Have you ever heard of something called Reality?”

Krystal: “There are many realities, of which this subjective impression is only one. Our inner vision guides us through the Multiverse on ripples of love and light -”

You: “Give it up, girl! You’re living in a Fantasy World!”

Krystal: “And so are you.”

Pause.

You: (with realisation dawning and not a trace of sarcasm) “Oh. So I am.”

Conversation over.



If you touch the meat on the buffet in Krystal’s presence, this will happen.....



The Narrator gives his description of the meat,

Narrator: “The meat looks mouth-wateringly good, a sumptuous feast of cooked flesh -”

Krystal: (interrupting) “I hope you’re not going to put that in your mouth!?”



Option 1

You: “No, I was just admiring the texture.”

Krystal: (suspicious) “What is there to admire about it? It’s just ugly burnt animal remains.”

You: “Oh, I disagree! This meat has a most aesthetic appearance; it’s the beauty of muscle nakedly displayed! See how the veins of fat and blood vessels lend the cut an impression of natural elegance, like a slab of fine Grecian marble. Look at the meaty juices as they flow out of the meat like -”

Krystal: “I don’t want to hear any more!”

You: “You’re right. My comparisons were about to become crude.”

Krystal: “It’s all crude! It’s horrid! Meat is Murder!”



Option 1.1

You: “You’re a vegetarian? I respect your chosen lifestyle.”

Krystal: “Not only am I a vegetarian, I also endeavour to liberate all creatures who are suffering pain or discomfort. I free them from their cruel enslavers, I say ‘Be free, enjoy your lives!’ to the little pigs and cats and chickens, then I dress them up in floppy hats and we have tea-parties together with beansprout sandwiches and carrot-cake and it’s so lovely. I’m glad you respect my chosen lifestyle.”

You: “Er ..... I think I was over-hasty in my endorsement.”

Conversation over.



Option 1.2

You: “So it’s murder. I’ve done plenty of that.”

Krystal: “You’ve killed?”

You: “Loads.”

Krystal: “But only in self-defence?”

You: “Oh no. I’ve killed for fun, for pleasure and profit. I slice ’em here, I stab ’em there. I’m a Hack’n’Slay kinda guy/girl.”

Krystal: “But what about the Sanctity of Life?”

You: “That’s nothing but a marketing concept to sell tofu.”

Krystal: “Don’t you believe in reincarnation?”

You: “I don’t think I’ll return as a plate of beancurd.”

Krystal: “But -”

You: “But nothing. Sure I believe in reincarnation. I can switch off anytime and come back as a woman or a reptile.”

Krystal: “Can you guess what I was in my previous life?”



Option 1.2.1

You: “Cleopatra?”

Krystal: “Yes! How did you guess?”

You: “Everyone and their pet Chihuahua was Cleopatra in their previous life. It’s a popular choice.”

Krystal: “It was a lovely life, my favourite so far. There were servants and palaces and pyramids and baths of milk and such beautiful jewels -”

You: “If I’m interested I’ll consult Liz Taylor, okay?”

Conversation over.



Option 1.2.2

You: “A tree?”

Krystal: “Yes! How did you guess?”

You: “It was easy. You’ve still got something of the ‘tree’ about you.”

Krystal: “You mean the way my psychic mind-roots spread deep into Mother Earth and my thoughts grow out like branches into heaven?”

You: “No. It’s your performance. It’s wooden.”

Conversation over.



Option 1.2.3

You: “One of those things that lives in your handkerchief when you’ve got a cold?”

Krystal: “No! I’ve never been incarnated as a -”

You: “As a pile of snot? Well, if you’re a good girl in this lifetime you might get lucky. They say that if you behave virtuously you’ll come back as a higher lifeform.”

Conversation over.



Option 1.3

You: “Unhang your hang-ups, bean-abuser!”

Krystal: “It’s an ethical issue.”

You: “And it issues from your ass! Along with the rest of your crackpot philosophy!”

Conversation over.



Option 2

You: “No, you can eat it.”

Krystal: “No, no!”

Krystal: “No!”

You: “Really. You can have it. I’m not hungry.”

You thrust the meat into Krystal’s face. She runs offscreen, screaming with horror and revulsion. You shrug. Krystal will have returned when you leave and re-enter the location. Conversation over.



Option 3

You: “Yes, I’m going to eat it and I’ll enjoy every sinew-chewing minute of it ..... And you’re going to watch!”

Krystal: (hysterically) “No! No! You foul carnivore!” (then recovering to calm, accusingly) “You eat a lot of meat, do you?”

You: “Is that an ‘oral’ joke?”

Krystal: “Certainly not! That’s what meat-eating has done to you! It’s turned your mind into a mushy mess of filth!” (Short pause.) “But I love you anyway.”

You: “You what?”

Krystal: “It’s part of my outlook on life, that I love all creatures unconditionally.”

You: “Really? That sounds rather unhygenic. Not to mention being illegal in most states....”

Conversation over.



If you’ve fully exhausted the Gnomes’ routine, having stomped them, taken their Tupperware, chatted to and stomped on them further, when you return to their location, Krystal is here brandishing a placard which reads, ‘No More Gnome Stomping!” and she’ll occasionally say one of the following:



Krystal: “Stop the senseless cruelty!”

Krystal: “Gnomes are people too!”

Krystal: “Save our Gnomes!”

Krystal: “Freedom for Tupperware lovers!”

Krystal: “Gnome-haters go home!”



You may initiate the following conversation in the usual way, or if your approach the Gnomes Krystal will block you with her presence.

Either way, she says,

Krystal: “Keep back! These Gnomes are an endangered species and I’m here to protect them!”



Option 1

You: “Okay. I’ve done enough Gnome-stomping.”

Krystal: “So you’re the unevolved individual who’s caused these poor Gnomes so much hardship and suffering!”

You: “I can’t believe I’m the only one. Those Gnomes are just so damned ..... squishable!”

Krystal: “Do you have no remorse?”

You: “Hang on. I’ll check.”

You rifle through your pockets. Your inventory is displayed.

You: “No. No remorse at all.”

Conversation over.



Option 2

You: “You’re an irritating do-gooder.”

Krystal: “Good deeds make for a happy heart.”

You: “Happy hearts have a habit of bursting from unhappy punches.”

Krystal: “Renounce your ways of violence. Seek out the spirit of innocence. Get in touch with the child within.”

You: “Okay. What’s his e-mail address?”

Krystal: “There’s no point talking to you!”

Conversation over.



Option 3

You: “Get out of my way! I wanna stomp some Gnomes!”

You push Krystal aside and rush to the Gnomes. You leap up into the air to stomp, then the Gnomes become shielded. You fall painfully. Battle is initiated, and the Gnomes are not so easy to kill.

Conversation over.

�

Talking to Conrad



Conrad is the overmuscled Barbarian-type, whose head is rather small for his body. This discrepancy is reflected in Conrad’s conversation - he speaks slowly and finds it difficult to construct ambitious sentences. He’s an Arnie-clone, basically, complete with thick Austrian accent.



When you first meet him Conrad is locked inside a lavatory cubicle. You hear discordant whistling from within, the whistling of someone who can’t hold a tune or even remember more than a few notes of one.



When you knock on the cubicle door or initiate conversation with the occupant, Conrad responds .....

Conrad: (from within) “Uh. Nearly done.” (Pause as he discovers there’s no paper.) “Oh shi- ..... Er. Um. ‘Scuse me. Er .....?”



If you are carrying the Carte Blanche, conversation will go like this .....



Option 1

You: “Can I give you a hand?”

Conrad: “Uh. That would be unhygenic, er....”

You: “I was speaking figuratively.”

Conrad: “Duh?”

You: “Can I help?”

Conrad: “Silly Conrad! Forgot paper.”



Option 1.1

You: “This blank parchment will wipe away your difficulties.”

You slide the parchment under the cubicle door, there follows a discrete ‘wiping’ sound.

Conrad: “Ahhhh .....”

Sound of flushing. The door opens. Conrad stumbles out, blinking, embarrassed. He’s now Recruitable.

Conversation over.



Option 1.2

You: “Do you want something to read?”

Conrad: “Duh? Read? Like, what’s read mean?”

You: “Sorry, I mistook you for an intellectual.”

Conrad: “Uh, Conrad head hurts .....”

Conversation over.



Option 1.3

You: “You want paper? You can shove it up your.....”

Conrad: “Yeah! Like, that’s it! Give Conrad paper now!”

Conversation over.



Option 2

You: “What are you doing in there?”

Conrad: “Conrad do ..... Do-Do, huh-huh! But no paper!”

Continues after 1



Option 3

You: “Hurry up! There’s other people waiting..... You’re not the only person who needs to expel waste products from the appropriate orifice at regular intervals, you know!”

Conrad: “Uh, no need to be nasty, like! Conrad wuz only doing job ..... big job, huh-huh!” (He laughs stupidly, then desperate) “You got any paper, like?”

Continues after 1



If your first conversation with Conrad finds you without the Carte Blanche, these options are yours .....



Option 1

You: “Hello. What’s the problem?”

Conrad: “No paper, problem.”

You: “Then I’ll be on my way and leave you to it...”

Conrad: “No! Problem : no paper!”

You: “If no paper is no problem to you, I’ll get on with my Quest .....”

Conrad: “Big problem!”

You: “Oh?”

Conrad: “No paper!”

You: “Why didn’t you say so?”

Conrad: “Duh.”



Option 1.1

You: “Upon my honour, I will seek out an extra-absorbent solution!”

Conrad: “Yeah. Like, a tissue.”

You: “Bless you!”

Conrad: “Duh?”

You: “I’ll find the best paper in the Kingdom to clean up your problem! I’ll scour the land, not resting until that paper is found. It’ll be my number one goal, I’ll forget my Quest in pursuit of bathroom tissue!”

Conrad: “Er, thanks.”

Narrator: “That’s it, get your priorities straight.”

Conversation over.



Option 1.2

You: “You should have thought of that earlier.”

Conrad: “Uh. Thought?”

You: “As cerebrally-challenged as you obviously are, one might suppose that bodily functions were not beyond your understanding.”

Conrad: “When you gotta go, you gotta go.”

You: “Okay. I’m going.”

You move away from the cubicle, (waving your hand in front of your nose?). Conversation over.



Option 1.3

You: “You’re not the most hygienic of men.”

Conrad: “Duh? Not most hyg-? hygie-? Uh.” (Short pause.) “Hi!”

You sigh. Conversation over.



Option 2

You: “Sorry, I don’t talk to strange men in toilets.”

Conrad: “Conrad not strange. Conrad normal.”

You: “I’m not in the habit of talking to normal men in toilets, either.”

Conrad: “Conrad not want talk. Conrad want paper!”

Continues after 1



Option 3

You: “Flush yourself down the can, numbskull.”�Conrad: “Need paper!”

You: “What you need is to pull the chain and flush yourself away.”

Conrad: “Okay. Conrad try.”

Conrad flushes the toilet - sound of gurgling. Pause.

You: “Still there?”

Conrad: “Conrad still here. Still no paper!”

Continues after 1



If Conrad remains in the cubicle after either of these two conversations, further attempts to talk to him will bring forth a response culled from this selection:

Conrad: “H-help me, like.”

Conrad: “Conrad need paper now!”

Conrad: “Duh, paper, please!”

Conrad: “Conrad don’t want dirty loincloth.”

Conrad: “Uh. Uh, paper.”

Conrad: “You give me tissue!”



If you return with the Carte Blanche (or didn’t give it when you had the opportunity), you may simply ‘Use’ it on the cubicle - you slide it under the door, Conrad applies it where it’s needed and he emerges, Recruitable.



When Conrad has been ‘freed’ from the lavatory, if you speak to him before either of you leave the location, it would be like this .....



Option 1

You: “You look like a man who can handle himself.”

Conrad: “Uh, no need be personal.”

You: “I meant that you look like the strong, unscrupulous type who’d be an asset to any ruthless posse.”

Conrad: “Might be.”

You: “It just so happens I’m recruiting blokes like you to do the dirty work for me on my Quest and save myself a lot of hassle. You interested?”

Conrad: “Yeah. Count me in.”

You: “Meet your fellow conscripts in the backroom of Flake Town tavern.”

Conrad: “Conrad on his way.”

You: (quietly) “Sucker.”

Conrad goes to the meeting-place.

Conversation over.



Option 2

You: “Give me a complete autobiography.”

Conrad: “Duh?”

You: “Who are you? What do you do?”

Conrad: “Me. Conrad. Barbarian. Uh. I’m, uh, man of few .....”

You: “Rolls of lavatory paper?”

Conrad: “Uh, few -”

You: “Brain cells?”

Conrad: “Me. Conrad. Barbarian. I’m a man of few.....”

You: “Words?”

Conrad: “Uh. Yeah! Me -”

You: (fast) “Conrad Barbarian man of few words.”

Conrad: (Short pause.) “Uh. Do I know you?”

You: “I’m beginning to feel like I’ve known you for several millennia.”

Conversation over.



Option 3

You: “So you’ve wiped your heiny, muscle-head?”

Conrad: “I’ve. uh.” (Short pause.) “Why?pud. uh hei- uh hein -uh.” (Short pause, then brightly) “Hi!”

You sigh. Conversation over.



If you strike up a second conversation with the freed Conrad, or if you didn’t speak to him when he emerged and decide to chat on a later occasion, it will be as follows....



Option 1

You: “Interested in a quest?”

Conrad: “Uh, it’s been long time since Conrad was on a proper Quest. Not, like, a real dangerous Quest with, like, fights and treasure and danger and stuff. This Quest o’ yours - uh, real dangerous, is it?”



Option 1.1

You: “No.”

Conrad: (disappointed) “Uh, that’s a real shame.”

He wanders off.

Conversation over.



Option 1.2

You: “Quite.”

Conrad: “Uh, s’long as there’s a chance Conrad gets killed .....?”

You: “Oh, certainly. There’s a high probability of a fatal outcome.”

Conrad: “Let me at ‘em, then! I’ll do for ‘em! Duh!” (Slaine-type frenzy) “Whuh? Huh? Duh? Eh?”

You: “Meet me in the backroom of the Flake Town tavern, and before long you’ll have a chance to die needlessly.”

Conrad: “Conrad can’t wait!”

He leaves and goes to the tavern.

Conversation over.



Option 1.3

You: “Very ..... You ain’t got an ice-cube’s chance in the hellfires of Mount Boom of surviving this Quest. You’ll be dead before your head hits the pillow. Put it this way, the odds of your living to tell the tale are ten billion zillion trillion gillion - I think you get the picture.”

Conrad: “Sounds like fun.”

You: (sighing) “Okay, chump. See you in Flake Town tavern with the rest of the recruits.” (As Conrad leaves) “I bet you buy a lot of lottery tickets, don’t you?”

Conrad: (going offscreen) “Huh?”

Conversation over.



Option 2

You: “Hi there.”

Conrad: “Uh, hi! Got a quest for Conrad? Any muscle-type fighting kiss-ass action, like?”

You: “I don’t know about kick-ass, you had trouble wiping your own ..... oh, okay. Go to the Flake Town tavern and we’ll rustle up some violent escapade.”

Conrad: “On my way.” (Pause.) “Uh. Which way?”

You: “Out the door, smart-stuff.”

You point him in the right direction. He’s now Recruited.

Conversation over.



Option 3

You: “Still keeping your loincloth clean?”

Conrad: “Conrad always clean!”

You: “You dirty barbarian-boy!”

Conrad gets angry and fights you until you die or run away. Should you encounter him again, he won’t remember you as his enemy.

Conversation over.



If you speak to him again, he will reply with one of:

Conrad: “Duh?”

Conrad: “Whuh?”

Conrad: “Conrad don’t like words.”

Conrad: “Conrad man of action, not talk!”



Responses To Greetings From New Arrivals

Conrad: “Uh-hello.”

Conrad: “Me. Conrad. Man of few, uh .....”

Conrad: “Duh?”

Conrad: “Want to fight Conrad?”

Conrad: “Conrad be friend.”

�Talking to Elfis



When we first meet Elfis, he is in one of the burial caves on the Bearing Downs. It’s quiet here, too quiet! Why isn’t he singing?!

Your initial conversation with The King will run as follows...



Option 1

You: “Wow! An Elvis impersonator! Go on, sing something!”

Elfis: “...”

You: “Great! I finally discover an Elvis impersonator, and the only number he does is Silent Night!”

Elfis: “...”

Continues after 3.



Option 2

You: “Hi there! What’s it like, impersonating the King?”

Elfis: “...”

You: “Don’t be shy, you can tell me.”

Elfis: “...”

You: “Then again, maybe you can’t!”

Continues after 3.



Option 3

You: “Hey! You’re really talented! Not everyone can impersonate Liberace!”

Elfis: “...”

You: “I can’t hear a thing. Perhaps if you played the piano a bit?”

Elfis: “...”

You: “There’s no need to take that tone of voice with me!”

Elfis: “...”



Option 3.1

You: “Well, I can see you don’t feel like talking right now so I won’t disturb you.”

Elfis: “...”

Conversation over.



If you have less than 2 gold coins...

 

Option 3.2

You: “What’s going on here? Oh, if only I had some sort of clue...”

Cut to cheap TV commercial.

Hint-Guy: “Are you stuck trying to figure out your next move? Not sure which troll to kill first? Hi, I’m Saul Gribnick, President of Hint Helpers Inc. And I want you to know that no matter what situation you find yourself in, we’ve got the helping hints for you! Sure, we charge more than those other guys... but when it comes to winning, aren’t 2 gold coins worth the price?”

You: “I haven’t got that kind of money...”

Hint-Guy: “Then we now return you to your scheduled programme...”

The advert cuts to static and abruptly ends.

Conversation over.



If you have got at least 2 gold coins...



Option 3.2

You: “What’s going on here? Oh, if only I had some sort of clue...”

Cut to cheap TV commercial.

Hint-Guy: “Are you stuck trying to figure out your next move? Not sure which troll to kill first? Hi, I’m Saul Gribnick, President of Hint Helpers Inc. And I want you to know that no matter what situation you find yourself in, we’ve got the helping hints for you! Sure, we charge more than those other guys... but when it comes to winning, aren’t 2 gold coins worth the price?”

Cut back to game screen.



Option 3.2.1

You: “Yes, I can’t believe you’re able to offer such a fine service at such a low, low price!”

Hint-Guy: “And if you take advantage of our Pay-First-Ask-Questions-Later deal, I’ll personally throw in this lovely set of wine glasses at virtually no extra charge!”

Insert cut to generic cheesy catalogue picture of 4 wine glasses with the words “VIRTUALLY NO EXTRA CHARGE” flashing over the top.

You: “I’m convinced. Take my money!”

You hand over 2 gold coins.

Hint-Guy: “How about that! Give him/her a big hand, everybody!”

Sound of applause from off-screen.

Hint-Guy: “Okay, Okay! Now, Shah-Ron/Thidney, I’m sure you can’t wait to hear your hint, am I right?”

You: “You sure are, Saul!”

Hint-Guy: “Of course I am. So here goes, your hint is.... MIKE HIM!”

You: “I’m supposed to know this Mike guy?”

Hint-Guy: “Nooo! Mike him... you know, with a mike...”

You: “Mike... (thinking) no, sorry. What about a Steve? Will a Steve do the trick?”

Hint-Guy: “A mike! Mike! Mic... ro... PHONE!”

You: “You’ve lost me...”

Hint-Guy: “A MICROPHONE! HE NEEDS A NEW MICROPHONE, YOU IMBECILE!!!”

You: “Ah!”

Hint-Guy disappears.

You: “Hey, what about the set of glasses you were going to throw in?”

Hint-Guy: (Off Screen) “Here you go. Catch!”

Distant sound of glasses shattering off screen.

Conversation over.



Option 3.2.2

You: “Here’s one gold coin. What does that get me?”

You give him one gold coin.

Hint-Guy: “That, my thrifty friend, gets you half-a-hint!”

You: “Okay, what is it?”

Hint-Guy: “Here you are... enjoy!”

Cut to text card that reads

“Hint-Helpers Inc. Hint #330930 To solve the problem with Elfis, you should do the following. Simply use th.........”

The rest of the hint is crossed out or missing.

You: “So much for cutting corners!”

Conversation over.



Option 3.2.3

You: “Get lost, clue-cowboy! I can work this out on my own!”

Hint-Guy: “Pardon me if I don’t hold my breath. Goodbye forever, loser.”

He vanishes, never to reappear.

You: “Now, let me think... hmmm...”

Insert cut to clock hands spinning round...

You: “Hmmm...”

Insert cut to calendar, pages ripping away one by one...

You: “Hmmm....”

Insert cut of a flower sprouting through the ground, growing, blooming, dying. Cut back to you, still clueless.

You: “Hmmm... well, I’ll figure it out sooner or later.”

Conversation over.



Option 3.3

You: “Are you not going to speak at all?!”

Elfis: “...”

You: “And that’s your final word on the matter?”

Elfis: “...”

Conversation over.



If you attempt to initiate further conversations with the silent King, one of the following occurs....



You: “How’s it going, King!”

Elfis: “...”



You: “Do you really like peanut butter and banana sandwiches?”

Elfis: “...”



You: “I’m not sure how to proceed. What would you do if you were in my position?”

Elfis: “...”

You: “That’s easy for you to say!”



**** 7-11 Quest ****



If you give the new microphone to Elfis, he takes it, and says....



Elfis: “Thank you. Thank you very much.”

You: “You sound so much better!”

Elfis: “I surely do, friend, and I wanna thank you for helpin’ me out there. I feel a song comin’ on.... any requests?”



Option 1

You: “Yes, sing! Sing as you’ve never sung before!!!”

Elfis: “As I’ve never sung before?”

You: “Yes!”

Elfis: “Well, all right then... (sings) Ninety six bottles of beer on a wall, ninety six bottles of beer, take one down and pass it around, ninety five bottles of beer, OHHHHHHHHHHHHH... ninety five bottles of beer on a wall, etc, etc...”

You: (interrupting) “I have a better idea! Why don’t you join my excellent quest?”

Elfis: “I’ll do my duty. You and I both know it.”

You: “Great! Let’s meet in the Flake Town tavern later on.”

Elfis: “On my way!”

He leaves. A voice intones “Elfis has left the building!”

Elfis is recruited. Conversation over.



Option 2

You: “Would you like to join my quest?”

Elfis: “That depends... can I sing all my dialogue?”

You: “I wouldn’t want it any other way.”

Elfis: “In that case... (sings) You wouldn’t want it, any other way....”

You: (testily) “Yes, yes, now you hurry over to the tavern in Flake Town. I’ll meet you there later.”

Elfis: “Okay, buddy. Elfis is now leaving the building...”

He leaves, recruited. Conversation over.



Option 3

You: “Yes! Why don’t you head on back to that green, green grass of home?”

Elfis: “Are you trying to get rid of me?”

You: “Not at all, it’s just that every time I look at you, the words ‘Return to Sender’ come to mind.”

Elfis: “I’m really a swell guy. What can I do to convince you?”

You: “Well, you could join my quest to save Flake Town from marauding invaders.”

Elfis: “No problem. I know karate!”

You: “All right then, meet me in the Jolly Mutant Tavern and we’ll see what we can work out.”

Elfis: “I’m all shook up!”

He leaves, recruited. A voice intones “Elfis has left the building.”

Conversation over.



**** Standard or Bizarre Quests ****



If you give the new microphone to Elfis, he takes it, and says....



Elfis: “Thank you. Thank you very much.”

You: “You sound so much better!”

Elfis: “I surely do, friend, and I wanna thank you for helpin’ me out there. What can I get you?”

You: “How about tickets to a show?”

Elfis: “Hmmm... my Vegas show is all sold out... let me see now... I’ve got the Dead in San Fran... Two on the aisle for the road company of ‘Cats’ in Tucson... Ah yes! Here, you’ll love this show!”

He gives you some tickets, then leaves (this can probably be a cutscene, ie. no need to make the tickets an actual object).

Cut to marquee of the Ed O' Sullivan Theatre with “Tonight! ELFIS! And! Some Guy With Plungers!” written up. Zoom in on “Some Guy with Plungers!”

Cut to guy on stage, with several plungers on a table. He rapidly plays ‘Mary Had A Little Lamb’ on them. The crowd goes wild for this new sound, and the guy ends up hurling his plungers into the crowd. YOU catch one! And find yourself back in the game, better off to the tune of one plunger!

Conversation over.



Responses To Greetings From New Arrivals

Elfis: “...”

Elfis: “...”

Elfis: “...”

�Talking to the Ferryman



He’s an amiable sort of chap (in his first incarnation), softly spoken (except when he has one of his TURNS ), reasonably friendly and dedicated to his dull occupation.

Physically, he’s the worse for wear - his right hand is a hook and one of his legs is a wooden stump.



If you have no gold coins, no parrot, and no suitable treasure items, any attempts to talk to the Ferryman will bring forth one of the following responses...



Ferryman: “Begone, you vagrant. You can’t afford my ferry service!”

Ferryman: “Get out of here, you penniless land-lubber!”

Ferryman: “Sorry ship-mate, paying customers only!”



If this is your first chat with the Ferryman, and you don’t have the parrot, but do have gold or some other valuable items (these to be decided).....



Option 1

You: “Could you take me across the lake in your ferryboat?”�Ferryman: “Yes, I could.” (Short pause.) “In fact, I couldn’t do much else. Taking people across the lake in my ferryboat is my only function.”

You: “Well, I’m happy to be facilitating you in the performance of your function.”

Ferryman: “You’re very polite!” (Short pause.) “But you’ll still have to pay me.”

You: “I might have guessed. Okay, what do you want? A pair of evening gloves? A nice pair of leather loafers?”

Cut to close up of hook. Cut to close up on wooden leg. Cut back to game screen.

Ferryman: “I’d find three gold coins more useful. And for such a THEY’RE COMING FOR ME! meagre payment you’ll get a round-trip to the Baker’s Isle, an informed commentary by yours truly, and a gold-embossed ticket printed on quality watermarked stationery.”

Continues after 2



Option 2

You: “How did you come to be so gruesomely lacking in limbs?”

Ferryman: “Ah, there be a tale to tell there, of how I lost my leg and my good right hand. ‘Tis a gruesome tale to be sure, a story that sends me a-shudder in the telling -” (Pause.)

You: “I’m listening.”

Ferryman: “But that’s all part of the package tour. A leisurely trip across the river with me, your friendly courier providing the commentary and added personal history.”

You: “How much for this spellbinding excursion?”

Ferryman: “Round trip journey to Bakers’ Island just three gold pieces, all-inclusive. Life and luggage insurance thrown in. No surcharges. Book your ticket in advance to avoid disappointment.”



Option 2.1

- if you have at least 3gp

You: “Okay, I’ll buy a ticket-to-ride.”

You pay 3gp.

Ferryman: “You won’t regret it! There’s no ferry on these waters to rival mine!”

You: “But yours is the only boat on these waters.”

Ferryman: “And the best!” (Short pause.) “Climb aboard and we’ll PIECES OF EIGHT! embark on the journey of a lifetime!”

You: “Where’s my ticket?”

Ferryman: “There’s no ticket. That’s part of the sales-hype.”

You: “I should’ve used a registered travel-agent. Ah well, since I’ve paid .....”

You board the ferry. GOTO Crossing Sequence.

Conversation over.



Option 2.1

- if you don’t have 3gp

You: “I’d like a trip but I don’t have enough cash.”

Ferryman: “You must have something. Let me see.”

Ferryman calls up your inventory. Some valuable item disappears (and will later show up in the Shop O' Stuff).

Ferryman: “This’ll do. It’s worth at least three gold pieces. I should know, I’ve got an eye for these things.”

You: “Good for you.”

Ferryman: “I used to run a pawn shop.”�You: “You surprise me. You look so AVAST! respectable.”

Ferryman: “What? No, a pawn shop - P. A. W. - oh, never mind. I’ll let it ride. You too. Climb aboard.”

You board the ferry. GOTO Crossing Sequence.

Conversation over.



Option 2.2

You: “Take me across the lake for free.”

Ferryman: “Why should I?”

You: “’Cos I’m on an ever-so-important quest.”

Ferryman: “Quests, quests, PUT YER BACKS INTO IT! you’re all on bloody quests. What’s it to me?”

You: “This quest of mine is of Kingdom-shattering proportions, it affects every man, woman, monster and herbaceous root vegetable! I have taken it upon myself to defeat the Forces of Darkness single-handed -”

Ferryman: “You idiot.”

You: “For only I can do battle with the tentacled demons of Everlasting Nastiness, cross the precarious Precipice of Weirdness, liberate the Slipper of Serendipity and -”

Narrator: “What are you talking about? That isn’t your quest at all.”

You: (whispering to Narrator) “Shhh! I’m bluffing.” (then louder, to Ferryman) “And save the Kingdom from a fate worse then Redevelopment! So you see why I need all the help I can get?”

Ferryman: “Yes, for truly yours is a monumental Quest.”

You: “So you’ll take me across the lake for free?”

Ferryman: “Not a chance.”

Conversation over.



Option 2.3

You: “Can I see your credentials?”

Ferryman: “No, I lost them. Along with my leg. And my hand.”

Conversation over.



Option 3

You: “Your situation is untenable, you freakoid Ferryman!”

Ferryman: “Untenable? What do you mean?”�You: “You haven’t got a leg to stand on!”

Ferryman: “I’ve got one.”�You: “Yes, but you haven’t got a spare, have you, ha, ha!”

You laugh. The Ferryman doesn’t.

Conversation over.



If you have had the above conversation, not boarded the ferry, and still have either gold or valuable items, the next five conversations without the parrot in your possession will take this generalised form .....



When you select ‘Speech’, the Ferryman says one of:



Ferryman: “So now you wish to cross the lake?”�Ferryman: “May I take you for a ride?”

Ferryman: “Board my boat!”

Ferryman: “You don’t want to cross me, but you want to cross the lake, yes?”

Ferryman: “Can I tempt you with a scenic lake-trip?”



and your options after any of those will be .....



Option 1

You: “Yes.”

Ferryman: “Try to contain your enthusiasm and give me three gold pieces.”



If you have 3 or more gps, you hand over three of them.



If you don’t have 3gps, you give a piece of treasure with the words: “Will anything here do instead?” and the Ferryman will reply: “Okay.”

Some valuable item will be removed from your inventory (relocate it to the Shop O' Stuff).



Pause.



Ferryman: “What are you waiting for?”

You: “Oh, not much ..... a fall in interest rates, the perfect partner to come walking into my life, the End of Civilisation As We Know It.....”

Ferryman: “Well in the meantime, climb aboard the ferry!”

You do. GOTO Crossing Sequence



Option 2

You: “No.”



Ferryman responds with one of the following:



Ferryman: “Okay then. Stay grounded.”

Ferryman: “Don’t waste my time. It’s ferry precious. Ha ha!”

Ferryman: “You able-bodied folks think you can walk across water.”

Ferryman: “You wouldn’t know a bargain if it SHIP’S BISCUITS AGAIN?! stared you in the wallet.”

Ferryman: “I’ll wait here until you change your mind. For one with more common-sense in it.”

Conversation over.



Option 3

You: “Blah. Blah. Blah.”

Ferryman responds with one of the following:

Ferryman: “That’s a poor substitute for real conversation.”

Ferryman: “Don’t I know it.”

Ferryman: “Go blah blah at some other poor schmuck.”

Ferryman: “Blah, blah, blah back to you, nincompoop.”

Ferryman: “You’re winding me up, winch-man/woman!”

Conversation over.



These conversation options should be selected randomly ad infinitum, as people may want to cross to Baker’s Island more than once.





Crossing Sequence

Cut to a low shot looking across the water towards the sinister Baker’s Isle. The ferryman’s small boat drifts into frame and on towards the Baker’s Jetty.

Ferryman: (Voice Over) “Many years ago, the baker was spurned by the rest of the town for his ‘unnatural experiments with dough’. Clearly this ‘donut’ was the devil’s work and, without a moment’s hesitation, the town leaders sawed off the Baker’s bit of town, and cast it adrift. It finally came to rest some distance to the east where it remains to this day. Mothers scare their children with stories of the twisted bread-master and a sinister glow can still be seen across the water on certain nights as the ovens of evil bake forth their satanic wares.”

You disembark at Baker’s Isle. Conversation over.





If this is your first conversation with the Ferryman and you have with you the parrot, or if you have spoken to him before and not taken the crossing and now you have the parrot .....



Option 1

You: “Take me! Take me!”

Ferryman: “But I don’t find you attractive.”

You: “Take me! Take me across the lake!”

Ferryman: “I could do that. In exchange for payment - three gold pieces or a piece of valuable treasure.”

You: “How about a mangy old parrot?”

Ferryman: “Even better!”

You hand over the parrot. GOTO Pirate Creation Sequence!



Option 2

You: “Can I give you a hand?”

Dramatic close-up still of Ferryman’s hook!

Ferryman: “It’s wicked to mock the afflicted.”

You: “Oh come now, can’t you take a joke? Let’s be friends.”

Ferryman: “Okay, friends.”

You: “Let’s shake on it.”

Ferryman: “Leave me alone, you heartless dog.”

Conversation over.



Option 3

You: “You’re not much of a Ferryman.”

Ferryman: “True. There’s not much of me left.”

Conversation over.



If you haven’t created the pirate at this point, use the previous looping conversation options to allow the player to buy passage. To create the pirate, you should now simply USE the PARROT on the FERRYMAN.





When you return to the jetty on Baker’s Isle after an adventure inside the Mad Baker’s Lab, the Ferryman is waiting for you. If you talk to him...

Ferryman: “Ready for the return journey?”



Option 1

You: “Yes! Take me back to the mainland, to civilisation and sanity!”

Ferryman: “I don’t know where you’ll find those.”

You: “Okay then, take me back to post-barbaric feudalism and relative sanity.”

Ferryman: “Climb aboard then.”

Cut to low shot of boat returning from Baker’s Isle. Cut to you back on the Flake Town Jetty. Conversation over.



Option 2

You: “Erm... I’m not sure.”

Ferryman: “Take your time... the meter’s running!”

Conversation over.



Option 3

You: “No, not yet!”

Ferryman: “You think I haven’t got better things to do than LAND HO! sit here and wait for you?”

You: “Something like that, yes.”

Ferryman: “Curse your keen insight into the life of a ferryman!”

Conversation over.





Responses To Greetings From New Arrivals

Ferryman: “Avast behind.”

Ferryman: “Ahoy there!”

Ferryman: “Shiver me timbers!”





Pirate Creation Sequence

You hand over the parrot.



If previously you paid for the ferrytrip with some valuable item, the Pirate gives it back to you now with these words:

Ferryman: “I be thanking you so much, harr - harrr, fer giving me a parrot to sail with me on my voyages. Take this flotsam and jetsam back, harr! I be so grateful.”

The pirate returns any items he had taken from you in payment for previous boat trips.�

The ferryman takes the parrot and subtly changes into the pirate (perhaps the parrot will now live on his shoulder?).

Pirate: “Haharrrr! I always wanted to be a pirate, arrrrr!”

You: “I guess you won’t be charging for boat rides anymore...”

Pirate: “Arrr?”

You: “Only ferrymen charge for boat rides. No real pirates would ever do that.”

Pirate: (crestfallen) “Arrrrr.”

You: “Anyway, enjoy your life on the high seas.”

Pirate: “Haharrrr!”

Conversation over.



�Talking To The Pirate



The pirate is just like the Ferryman, except he now has a parrot permanently perched on his shoulder and tends to say “Hahaarrrr!” a lot.



If you meet him on the Flake Town Jetty and talk to him, the following will occur...



Option 1

You: “Hello there!”

Pirate: “Harr! Hahaarrr! Arrr!”

Conversation over.



Option 2

You: “Can you take me across to Baker’s Island?”

Pirate: (agreeably) “Arrr! Hahaarrr! Arrhahaaar!”

Cut to crossing sequence (as before) then cut to you on Baker’s Jetty. Conversation over.



Option 3

You: “Since you became a pirate, you seem to say Hahaaarrr a lot.”

Pirate: “Hahaaarrr Arrr Haharrarrrr. Arrr!”

You: “Not much chance for meaningful dialogue with you then...”

Pirate: “Arrr!”

Conversation over.



If you “hook” up with the pirate on Baker’s Jetty....



Option 1

You: “I do hope I’m not keeping you waiting...”

Pirate: (darkly) “Arrrr Hahaharrrr!”

Conversation over.



Option 2

You: “Quick! Take me back to the town, and don’t spare the horses!”

Pirate: “Arr?”

You: “All right, not horses, oars or propellers or whatever it is that you use!”

Pirate: “Arrrrrr!”

Cut to crossing sequence. Cut to you back on Flake Town Jetty. Conversation over.



Option 3

You: “That thing on your shoulder... looks like an ex-parrot to me....”

Pirate: (strongly disagrees) “Haaarrr Arrr Haharr!”

Conversation over.



Responses To Greetings From New Arrivals

Pirate: “Haharrr!”

Pirate: “Arrrr!”

Pirate: “Arrrr Haharrr!”





�Talking to the Head Dwarf



We meet him in the Dwarfish Halls, where he guards the Hall O’ Valuable Stuff. Looks just like Goliath, sound just like Bob Hoskins. As usual, he is raving...



Head Dwarf: “War! War!”



Option 1

You: “You missed it, buddy.”

Head Dwarf: “War! War!” (Short pause.) “What?”

You: “It’s all over. The war happened without you. Good result, I hear.”

Head Dwarf: “War!”

You: “It’s finished. Done. War went on. You weren’t there.”

Head Dwarf: “There’ll be another one along shortly.”

You: “Yeah, I guess you’re right. Wars are more regular than someone on a prunes-only diet.”

Head Dwarf: “But what I need is to be taller. Enemies seem to get bigger every time.”



Option 1.1

- if you have the stilt-plans

You: “Why not make yourself some stilts?”

Head Dwarf: “I don’t have the knowledge.”

You: “You don’t need knowledge. All you need is some wood and - these plans!”

You produce the plans with a flourish. Head Dwarf studies them.

Head Dwarf: “Smart! If I follow this design, all the dwarves on my patch will be equipped with a pair of sturdy stilts!”



[if you offered the plans to Goliath earlier,

You: “You’re more intelligent than that Goliath.”

Head Dwarf: “And later we can grow wings and fly over our enemies!”

You: “Slightly more intelligent.”

then continues....]



Head Dwarf: “I’m off to start wholesale manufacture of these stilts! Keep an eye on the old Hall O’ Valuable Stuff for me while I’m away!”

You: “Oh, I will.”

Head Dwarf leaves (deleted from game) and you have access to Hall.

Conversation over.



Option 1.1

- if you don’t have the plans

You: “Don’t worry about height! Be proud of who you are! ..... Enter battle with your heads held high. Well, as high as you can hold them. And face your enemies fearlessly -”

Head Dwarf: “And get a right kicking.”

You: “Yes, that is the probable outcome.”

Conversation over.



Option 1.2

- if you have the platform shoes

You: “Height? Tell me, have you ever considered platform shoes?”

Head Dwarf: “Platform shoes? What’s the good in that? Granted, it’ll make me taller, but what about the rest of me army? I need something that’ll get us all off the ground!”

Conversation over.



Option 1.2

- if you already gave the platform shoes to Goliath

You: “Sorry, I already gave the Platform Shoes to Goliath.”

Head Dwarf: “Goliath! Where is he?”

You: “Don’t know. Somewhere in the bowels of the mountain, I guess.”

Narrator appears briefly, holding his nose.

Narrator: “Bowels? Ugh.”

Cut back to game screen.

Head Dwarf: “Why’d you go and give the shoes to ‘im?”

You: “He asked.”

Head Dwarf: “But I’m the Head Dwarf ’round here!”

You: “Head Dwarf? That’s an unusual service to provide...”

Head Dwarf: “Service?”

You: “Not just now thanks.”

Conversation over.



Option 1.2

- if you haven’t got the platform shoes, or given them to Goliath

You: “Do you find it difficult to relate to bigger enemies?”

Head Dwarf: “Let’s just say it’s a bit tricky when your eyes are level with their knees! Now stop bothering me!”

Conversation over.



Option 1.3

You: “Yeah. I’m bigger than you and I’m your enemy.”

Head Dwarf: “No you’re not. We ain’t got no quarrel wif girls/snakes.”

You: “You racist/sexist little horn-head!”

Head Dwarf: “But I s’pose there’s no reason why we shouldn’t have a quarrel...”

He attacks you. Conversation over.



Option 2

You: “Oh no, not another one.”

Head Dwarf: “War! War after war! Battle followed by skirmish followed by combat followed by massacre followed by a spot of bovver...”

You: “Dwarves with unhealthy obsessions.”

Head Dwarf: “But we need height if we’re gonna get a result this time....”

Continues after 1



Option 3

You: “That’s your answer to everything isn’t it? (disapprovingly) War!”

Head Dwarf: “Yup!”

You: “I’m glad we had this chance to chat...”

Head Dwarf: “It’s good to talk.”

You: “I’m glad you feel that way. Talking is a good way to resolve differences...”

Head Dwarf: “But war is better!”

He attacks you. Conversation over.



If you don’t have the plans and you try to enter the Hall O’ Valuable Stuff, Head Dwarf blocks you with his axe and an epithet from this list:

Head Dwarf: “Entrance is permitted for dwarves only!”�Head Dwarf: “Chop off your legs and grow a beard, then you can enter!”

Head Dwarf: “No passage (!) for big folks.”

Head Dwarf: “Try that again and it’s war!”

and if you try to enter again

Head Dwarf: “War!” (Pause.) “As promised.”

and attacks you, fighting to the death.



If you don’t have the plans and you try to talk to Head Dwarf again, he’ll say/do one of the following...



Head Dwarf: “Quiet! I’m thinking myself bigger.”

Head Dwarf: “Remember everyone, an elevator smells different if you’re a midget.”

Head Dwarf: “War’s on my mind, and there’s no room for you.”

Head Dwarf: “Don’t talk to me! I’m WARning you.....”



If you have the plans and try to enter the Hall, or initiate conversation again while carrying the plans .....



Head Dwarf: “Try to enter the Hall again and I’ll - I’ll - do something gory to you!”

You: “Pick on someone your own size.”

Head Dwarf: “Like who! Other dwarves?”

You: “With this design document, you can pick your own size!”

You produce the stilt-plans.

Head Dwarf: “Nice one.”

You: “You too can have extendible legs!”

Head Dwarf: “Just what me an’ my boys need!”

You: “Take these plans, with my sarcastic good wishes.”

Head Dwarf: “Thank you! I’m sorry I can’t give you anything.”

You: “I know about dwarf diseases. I’m glad you can’t give me anything!”

Head Dwarf: “You won’t go entering the Hall O’ Valuable Stuff and stealing all the valuable stuff while I’m away at war, will you?”

You: “No.”

Head Dwarf: “Good.”

He leaves and is deleted.

You: “Only the stuff I like.”

You may now enter the Hall. Conversation over.



If you try giving the Platform Shoes to Head Dwarf, he responds as follows...

Head Dwarf: “Platform shoes? What’s the good in that? Granted, it’ll make me taller, but what about the rest of me army? I need something that’ll get us all off the ground!”

He returns the Platform Shoes to you. Conversation over.



If you try to pick up any items from the Hall when Head Dwarf is present, he will say one of...

Head Dwarf: “Oi! Don’t touch nuffin!”

Head Dwarf: “Oi! Keep your grubby little mits off my gear!”



Responses To Unsuccessful Spells

Head Dwarf: “Gorblimey guv! All this talk of war, and I’ve just dropped a bomb in me trousers!”

Head Dwarf: “Hold on a minute... there’s a funny old smell here... Goliath must be about!”



Responses To Greetings From New Arrivals

Head Dwarf: “Gerroutofit, you!”

Head Dwarf: “Unless you’re ‘ere for a war... clear off!”

Head Dwarf: “All right, you’ve said your piece, now sling yer ‘ook!”

�Talking To The Dark Lord



Every game needs a Dark Lord, and ours is no exception. Seen only in silhouette, he sounds almost exactly like Alfred Hitchcock, utterly deadpan. He never actually speaks to our character, so his lines are simply listed below....



When you ring his doorbell and run away the first time...

Dark Lord: “I wonder who that can be, ringing on my doorbell? (pause) I shall go and find out the identity of my mystery caller...”

He sets off downstairs with his famous theme music in the background...

Dark Lord: “Ah. There appears to be nobody there. I shall return upstairs.”

He goes back up the stairs with his famous theme.



The second time you ring his bell...

Dark Lord: “Ah. Once again, my doorbell rings. I shall hurry downstairs and see who is calling.”

He goes downstairs, with his theme.

Dark Lord: “Again, I answer the door, but there is nobody there. Perhaps it is a practical joke. Ha. Ha. I shall repair to my boudoir and hope it does not happen again.”

He goes back upstairs, accompanied by that theme.



The third time you ring the bell...

Dark Lord: “Ah. My bell rings... for the third time! We all know what that means...”

Cut to Narrator, reading from a book.

Narrator: “Three rings for the Elven Kings...”

He is interrupted by the Dark Lord.

Dark Lord: “No. It means that I am displeased. I must take steps to see that there are no further occurrences of this.”

SFX of telephone being dialed. Pause.

Dark Lord: “Hello? Who’s that? ... Ah. Now, I need you to... .... what? .... The Dark Lord. .... The D-a-r-k L-o-r-d. .... Your evil Dark Lord and Master who will have you executed if he has to tell you again.... .... yes, that’s me. Now, I need you to send over one of the orcs. Any one will do... .... yes, send over the one from Mount Boom, and ask him to guard my front door, will you? Thank you very much. ..... No, you’re welcome.”

SFX of phone being hung up.

Dark Lord: “Idiots. I am surrounded by idiots. Oh well....”



If you manage to ring again (you shouldn’t)...

Dark Lord: “Go away.”



When the Dark Lord sends out magic spells from his dark tower...

Dark Lord: “Oops. A powerful spell has escaped through the window. Oh well...”

Dark Lord: “Ah. There goes another one.”

Dark Lord: “These spells will wreak havoc on the Kingdom. Still, there’s nothing I can do about it...”



When the Dark Lord realises what you’re up to at the end of the Quest...

Dark Lord: “Oh dear. That meddling adventurer seems to have set off a chain reaction that may result in the destruction of my dark tower and me along with it...”



Dark Lord: “Arse!”

or

Dark Lord: “Bugger!”

or

Dark Lord: “Damn!”

or

Dark Lord: “Oh poo!”



�Talking to Terrence (Not Americanised)



If this is your first spoken encounter with Terrence (who sounds not unlike Michael Caine), and you are carrying the Pacman: [the little yellow fellow is referred to here as 'Pacman', though for copyright reasons, not in the game dialogue.]



Option 1

You: "Good day to you, wizardly-looking fellow."

Terrence: "Good day to you, strong-and-able-looking warrior person. Funny you should call me a wizardly-looking fellow, 'cos that's exactly what I am. A wizard."

You: (mock surprise) "No! Really?"

Terrence: "Yeah, really. I would have thought the robes and pointy hat were a dead give-away. But maybe magical fashions have changed since I started out?"

You: "I hear that Davy Crockett fur hats and shiny yellow plastic raincoats are all the rage with younger wizards these days."

Terrence: (sincerely, surprised) "No! Not really?"

You: "No, not really."

Terrence: "Ah. You were joking. It's easy to get one over on me, I'm so out of touch. There's no-one to keep me up-to-date, no friends to gossip with. (Pause, then pathetically) Will you be my friend?"



Option 1.1

You: "I'll be the best friend you ever had!"

Terrence: (guardedly) "You're keen, aren't you? We've only just met."

You: "I've got a trusting nature."�Terrence: "Let's take this one step at a time.... Thing is, I am rather lonely...... I'm an accomplished wizard of the 33rd degree. I rose up through the ranks from Sorcerer's Apprentice to the Master of Magic you see today. But success has its drawbacks. It's lonely at the top, let me tell you. It may be a cliché, but it's true....."



Option 1.1.1

You: "I've got just the thing to ease your loneliness ..... there's a little yellow fellow in my pocket who would love to make your acquaintance -"

Terrence: (alarmed) "Don't you think we should... I mean, I don't.... not on a first date, anyway!"

You: "Relax, it's not part of my anatomy."

You produce the Pacman and give it to Terrence.

Terrence: (joyous) "Oh! Gracious day that the Universe saw fit to send me a little friend! (short pause) He doesn't bite, does he?"

You: "No, but he gobbles a lot and he makes a mess of your pockets."

Terrence: "What!?"

You: "I mean, he likes to eat. And as pets go, he's none too tidy."

Terrence: (his enthusiasm reduced, now realistically) "Well, I suppose I can't complain now that I've got someone to share my life with. Even if he is ..... ah, bright yellow, rather plump and gruesome with a slit for a mouth and no visible means of excretion ..... (Short pause) I can't tell you how grateful I am -"



Option 1.1.1.1

You: "You don't need to tell me. Just show me.... A gift of gratitude will be ample demonstration."

Terrence: "Well, you're honest, I'll give you that."

You: "Is that all? I haven't been so ass-kissingly nice to you just to receive a recognition of my honesty -"

Terrence: "I hope this little yellow fellow's more of a true friend than you -"

You: "Pay up or the yellow guy comes with me."

Terrence: "Sad, isn't it? That I'm so desperate for companionship.... (bitterly) Here, take this microphone shaped wand. I could never find any use for it."

Terrence gives you the Microphone. Conversation over.



Option 1.1.1.2

You: "No need to thank me ..... my payment will be imagining the many happy hours you and your funny friend shall spend together."

Terrence: "You're so kind! And thoughtful!"

You: "And intelligent, charming, attractive -"

Terrence: "And you're so modest ..... you've - (breaks off) oh!"

You: "What is it?"

Terrence: (recovering) "I see what you mean about - oh! He's started wriggling in my pocket - oh!"

You: "Are you alright?"

Terrence: "I expect I'll get used to it. In fact, I'll go home right now and practice..... But I can't leave you without foisting some hot gear - (checks himself) I mean, without giving you a present in return for what you've done for me -"

He gives you the Microphone.

Terrence: "It’s a kind of magic wand for sound. I call it... a microphone! Let me know if you get it to work."

Terrence leaves.

Conversation over.



Option 1.1.1.3

You: "You can shove your gratitude ....."

Terrence: "Thanks for the advice. But with this little yellow fellow, I don't think there'd be enough room -"

You: "Oh, I don't know -"

Terrence: "No, you don't. And you're not going to find out."

You: "Are we talking about the same thing?"�Terrence: "Who can tell? Innuendo is always open to misinterpretation. Anyway, I'm off to get better acquainted with my new-found friend -"

You: (hurt) "What about me?"

Terrence: (pauses thoughtfully, then) "Hmm, yes, but you're not as portable as this yellow fellow. And you talk too much. Try speaking into this useless microphone-shaped wand."

Terrence gives you the microphone, then leaves. Conversation over.



Option 1.1.2

You: "Have you tried a dating agency?"

Terrence: "Of course. I've tried everything, with no success. I even attempted to use my wizardly skills to make a perfect partner out of ectoplasm. I gathered together all the esoteric ingredients, I mixed them up in my best cauldron, I read the runes, I recited the spell and....." (Pause.)

You: "What happened?"

Terrence: "Have you ever tried maintaining a serious relationship with a bucket of green slime?"



Option 1.1.2.1

You: "Yes."

Terrence: "Hard, isn't it? (Short pause.) Well no, it isn't hard at all and that's the problem. It's gloopy and gooey and rather sticky. Makes an awful mess of the bedclothes. (Short pause.) I suppose you had a similar experience?"

You: "Er, I'd rather not talk about it -"

Terrence: "Yes, of course. (Short pause.) Haven't I seen you somewhere before? Weren't you at a meeting of Slime-Lovers Anonymous last March?"

You: "You're mistaking me for someone else -"

Terrence: (conspiratorially) "Ah, yes. Discretion assured, eh?"

You: "Something like that."

Terrence: "So, (sigh) can you suggest a less gooey alternative?"

Continues after 3



Option 1.1.2.2

You: "No."

Terrence: "Good for you. And if you ever feel desperate enough to try the green-slime option..... don't."

You: "Thanks for the advice."

Terrence: "You're welcome. And in return, as a sworn friend, perhaps you could give me something?"

You: (guardedly) "Yes?"

Terrence: "I couldn't help but notice that yellow thing poking out of your pocket."

Continues after 3.3



Option 1.1.2.3

You: "Not exactly. But I had this girlfriend/boyfriend once who ....."

Terrence: "Say no more! First thing in the morning -"

You: "She/He resembled a bucket of green slime."�Terrence: "I said 'say no more'! You're bringing back some unpleasant memories."

You: "Sorry."

Terrence: "So how's your love life at the moment, if you don't mind me asking?"

You: "It's kind of on hold. I've gotten myself involved in an important Quest, Saving the Kingdom, that kind of thing. Don't have much time for a long-term commitment."

Terrence: "Ah..... in that case, you won't mind giving me that little yellow companion you've got in your pocket."

Continues after 3.3



Option 1.1.3

You: "Get used to it."

Terrence: (wretchedly) "But you declared your undying friendship just a moment ago!"

You: "Yeah?"

Terrence: "You said you'd be the best friend I ever had!"

You: "From the sounds of it, if I ripped off your limbs, spat on your stumps, cursed your immortal soul and passed wind over your mother's grave, I'd still be the best friend you ever had."

Terrence: (shocked) "Oh, fickle friendship!"

You: "That's the way it goes."

Terrence: "You've toyed with my emotions long enough!"

Terrence leaves.

Conversation over.



Option 1.2

You: "No, but I've got a funky fellow in my pocket who's not too fussy."

Terrence: "What? That unhygienic-looking yellow thing?"

You: "Beggars can't be choosers."

Terrence: "No, and nor can wizards, I guess. (Pause.) Okay, I'll accept it. It'll keep me company while I look for more appropriate companionship."

You: "You don't sound too enthusiastic -"

Terrence: (not at all enthusiastic) "I am. I am. Very enthusiastic. And I'm grateful. (not at all grateful) Very grateful. Words can not express just how very grateful I am."

Continues after 1.1.1



Option 1.3

You: "Make friends with my fist."

Terrence: "Ah..... I was looking for a more rewarding friendship -"

You: "What could be more rewarding than a fist in your face?"

Terrence: "In my face? I thought you meant..... you said 'Make friends with my fist'. That could be interpreted as the offer of... well, you know..."�You: (thoughtfully) "Hmm, I suppose it could be interpreted that way. (Pause.) So go make friends with your own fist."

Terrence: "Hmph!”

Terrence walks off.

Conversation over.



Option 2

You: "You look like you've been sent here straight from Central Casting."

Terrence: "Eh? What are you talking about? I don't get it."

You: "You know - 'Central Casting'. A casting agency, where individuals are chosen for roles in films and television and so on -"

Terrence: "Eh?"

You: "I was referring to the fact that visually you look just how a wizard is supposed to look. Also, it's a pun, a play on words. Central Casting. Casting. Spells etcetera. You got it now?"

Terrence: (groaning) "That's dreadful. If you haven't got anything more intelligent to say then-"

You: "There's more."

Terrence: "More puns?"

You: "I'm afraid so."

Terrence: (wearily) "Very well then. Let's get the bad dialogue out of the way. Go on, deliver your worst ....."



Option 2.1

You: "I hear we're heading for some bad weather. There's a rainy spell on the way."

Terrence groans desperately: (pleading) "No, please, no more -"

You: "Just one more -"

Terrence: (seriously) "I'm warning you, if you deliver another one of your dreadful one-liners, I'll never speak to you again!"

Continues after 2.3



Option 2.2

You: "You look like you need a vacation. How about a spell in the country?"

Terrence: (groans) "That's enough of that. I've been very tolerant. If you want a serious conversation, start now -"

Continues after 2.3



Option 2.3

You: "Heard the one about the dyslexic magician who was kicked out of Magic School? He couldn't spell."

Terrence: (groans) "No, no more! Please stop! Don't make any more 'spell' gags! I can't stand it!"



Option 2.3.1

You: "Okay. I've run out of puns anyhow."

Terrence: (cautiously) "You have? Are you sure?"

You: "Pretty sure. Unless -"

Terrence: (interrupting loudly) "NO! (then normal volume) I'm sorry if I overreacted. But it's tough being a wizard, hearing all those old jokes all the time."

You: "I can imagine."

Terrence: "You see, it's not that I mind being the object of amusement -"

You: "I can see that by your choice of clothing."

Terrence: "But those old puns give the wrong idea of the Magical Profession. It's not all about casting spells -"

You: "No?"

Terrence: "No. Sure, I cast spells now and again. I write books about spells, I give lectures on the subject. But most of my time I walk the Kingdom, selling my special patented microph- I mean Magic Wands."

You: "You're an authorised magical equipment dealer?"

Terrence: "Not authorised as such, but at the prices I charge, you can’t afford to ask questions. I'll give you a sample for that little yellow fellow of yours. It's a deal?"



Option 2.3.1.1

You: "It's a deal."

You exchange the pacman for the Microphone.

Terrence: "Ah, my very own familiar!"

You: "Ah, my very own magic wand. It does look uncommonly like an everyday microphone, now that I come to look at it..."

Terrence: “All wizards need a familiar.”

You: “And this microphone-wand looks a bit familiar. Wasn’t there a shipment of microphones stolen from a warehouse in Rivendull last week?”

Terrence: "Is that the time?! I must be going...."

He goes. Quickly!

Conversation over.



Option 2.3.1.2

You: "What does it do exactly?"

Terrence: "Well it... er... it sort of.... um.... it’s too technical to explain in layman’s terms."�You: "So blind me with science then, I can take it!"

Terrence: "Well, you see... the truth of the matter is...."

You: "You don’t know do you!"

Terrence: (Pause, then deflated) "I.... er.... no."

You: "You want to swap for a little yellow fellow?"

Terrence: "Fair enough."

Terrence exchanges the microphone for the pacman.

Terrence: "See you around."

He leaves. Conversation over.



Option 2.3.1.3

You: “Keep your questionable, probably stolen merchandise to yourself!”

Terrence: “You're a woman/man (well, snake) of principles.”

You: (proudly) “Yes.”

Terrence: “You have an ethical code and you adhere rigidly to it.”

You: "True."

Terrence: "You won't get far in this Kingdom."

He leaves. Conversation over.



Option 2.3.2

You: "I bet you've got a few tricks up your sleeve."

Terrence: (containing his anger) "That's it. Conversation over!"

You: "But I didn't mention 'spell' again!"

Terrence: "It's the principle of the thing."

He walks off.

Conversation over.



Option 2.3.3

You: "You're a sad old wizard with no sense of humour."

Terrence: "And you're a box with legs."

You: (laughing scornfully) "No I'm n -"

GOTO Luggage Sequence



Option 3

You: "On your way to a fancy-dress party, are you?"

Terrence: "What? No, this is how I normally - (suddenly offended) hey! Don't you know who I am? I'm Terrence the Master of Magic! My skills are unsurpassed in all the Kingdom and -"

You: "Yes, yes. I know, I know. The Narrator told me all that."

Terrence: "And I've written fifty best-selling magic manuals, that have been translated into seventy-six languages and -"

You: "He told me that too."

Terrence: (after a short pause) "Did he tell you that the Gnomish version of my latest book has sold over -"

You: (interrupting, bored) "Yes."

Terrence: (with waning enthusiasm) "In hardback alone?"

You: "I know."

Terrence: (sadly, with a touch of self-pity) "And I suppose this Narrator also told you how sad and lonely and in need of companionship I am?"

You: "That's new information."

Terrence: "It's not included in my official biography.” (Pause.) “Can you help me ease my lonesome heart?”



Option 3.1

You: "You want me to ease your loneliness?"�Terrence: (laughing) "You?! Heavens no! I'm much more interested in the yellow pet you've got snuggled up in your pocket."

Continues after 3.3



Option 3.2

You: "I don't think so."

Terrence: "That's because you haven't got any imagination."�You: (indignantly) "I have too!"

Terrence: "If you used that imagination of yours, you'd realise how much that little yellow fellow in your pocket would mean to me."

Continues after 3.3



Option 3.3

You: "Go boil your head in a cauldron, you sad old duffer!"

Terrence: (highly incredulous) "I can't believe you said that to me. Don't you know who I am?"

You: (dismissively) "Master of Magic. Blah blah blah."

Terrence: "With my mighty magic I could blast you into a billion pieces."

You: "Oh, sure you could."

Terrence: "And post them back to your family in a billion separate envelopes."

You: "Waste a lot of postage stamps that way."�Terrence: (spluttering with rage) "Or - or I could turn you into something unpleasant! (Pause, then reasonably) Or you could give me that little yellow fellow you've got in your pocket and we'll say no more about it."



Option 3.3.1

You: "Here. Take it. You need it more than I do."

You give the pacman to Terrence.

Terrence: "Thanks. Now I won't be lonely in the evenings. (Short pause.) And now I won't have to kill you with a devastatingly lethal spell. Shame."

Conversation over. Microphone relocates to the shop. Terrence leaves the location.



Option 3.3.2

You: "What’s it worth?"

Terrence: "I’ve got something great for you. Here, let’s swap..."

You exchange pacman for the Microphone.

You: (unenthusiastic) "A microphone. I though you said you had something great for me..."

Terrence: "It may look like a microphone, but I prefer to think of it as... a Magic Wand! Not a lot of people know that."

Terrence walks off.

Conversation over.



Option 3.3.3

You: "How the hell do you know what I've got in my pockets?"

Terrence: "I'm a wizard, aren't I? Master O' Magic with skills unsurpassed in all -"

You: "Yes, yes. So it's some kind of X-ray Vision you're using?"

Terrence: "A magical ability to see through solid objects, yes."

You: "That must be fun."

Terrence: "It's fun and frustrating. Oh, the sights I've seen!"

You: (interested) "Why don't you tell me about them?"

Terrence: "Why? Because I don't talk to luggage."

You: "Nor do I. What's that got to do with -"

GOTO Luggage Sequence





If this is your first conversation with Terrence, and you aren't carrying the pacman:



Narrator: “Terrence the Master of Magic, whose skills are unsurpassed in all the Kingdom and whose magical products are always in demand. he has written fifty best-selling magic manuals that have been translated into seventy-six languages. The Gnomish version of his latest book, ‘How to Cast Spells and Influence People’, has sold over two million copies in hardback alone. (Pause.) He's rich, powerful, respected and admired. (Pause.) He's a silly little man in a pointy hat.”



Option 1

You: "Hi, Terrence."

Terrence: "What?! Oh. Hello. How'd you know my name? Oh, I suppose I ought to get used to it, the fame. Everyone knowing my name before I know theirs. So what do they call you?"



Option 1.1

You: "Shah-Ron/Thidney."

Terrence: "Shah-Ron/Thidney.... It suits you. Being a Master of Magic, I can tell a lot about a person from their name. Your handle suggests someone who likes taking risks, fighting, cracking jokes. But what about gadgets? Are you interested in special magical devices that look surprisingly like ordinary domestic audio equipment? "

Continues after 2



Option 1.2

You: "It depends who I'm talking to."

Terrence: "Then I'll call you Wanda."

You: "Any particular reason?"

Terrence: "Perhaps I was thinking of a shipment of microphone-shaped magic wands that have recently come into my possession...."

You: “Is that a cheap ploy to make me aware of your goods-for-sale?”

Terrence: “Could be. (Short pause.) So, are you interested?”

Continues after 2



Option 1.3

You: "They call me Wizard-Killer."

Terrence: "That's funny, because I am known by many names, and one of them is..."

You: "Terrence?"

Terrence: "Terrence, yes. Also Magus of the Fourth Eye. Or Crinkly Bloke with the Stained Robes ..... and sometimes they call me 'Wizard-Killer Killer'. Would you like to know why?"

You: "I guess."

Terrence: "This is why!"

He casts a spell which kills you.

The end-credit sequence begins.

Terrence: "Hey! Stop that! I was only joking. Come back."

The end-credit sequence is cut short, screen returns to Terrence and you (now revived).

Terrence: "Sometimes they call me 'Wizard-Killer-Killer-then-bring-them-back-to-Lifer."

You: "That's a mouthful."

Terrence: "Most people prefer Terrence."



Option 1.3.1

You: "You seem quite dangerous, so I'll say goodbye and leave you alone."

Terrence: (cheerily) "Okay. By-eee!"

Conversation over.



Option 1.3.2

You: "How did you reanimate me?"

Terrence: "Oh, I just used one of my special microphone-shaped magic wands. They’re great. Not guaranteed, but great! Would you like one?"

Continues after 2



Option 1.3.3

You: "How dare you kill me and bring me back to life!"

Terrence: "Which did you object to the most - the killing or the bringing-back-to-life?"

You: "The whole routine!"

Terrence: "It was only a bit o' fun."

You: “I’ve never been so humiliated!”

Terrence: “You’ve led a sheltered life.”

You: "I've never been so publicly humiliated, so shamed, so needlessly exploited for the sake of a wizard's 'bit o' fun'!"

Terrence: "Then I take it you've never been flattened by falling luggage in a piece of outrageous slapstick?"

You: “No. Never.”

GOTO Luggage Sequence



Option 2

You: "What's the deal with the pointy hat?"

Terrence: (nervously) “I keep things in it."

You: "Such as?"

Terrence: "Well, right now I’ve got a couple of handy magical accessories, including a brand new kind of magic wand. It’s one of my most popular items."

You: "What’s so good about it?"

Terrence: "Well, it looks like a microphone and.... um.... well, it’s really good. Interested, are you?"



Option 2.1

You: "Oooh! I love magical gimmicks.”

Terrence: "Really? You remember those little boxes that you put a coin into and then when you open the box again, the coin’s vanished?”

You: “Yes! I had one of those!”

Terrence: “I designed that trick! Sold loads of them, too...”

You: “So how come you’re reduced to wandering round the Kingdom like some lonely old has-been?”

Terrence: (thoughtfully) “Hmmm.... you are learned in the ways of straight-talk, aren’t you! But it’s true. (Short pause.) I don’t have much of a life.... Ah, if I only had a little friend, nothing else would matter. Me and this friend, what fun we’d have, how happy we’d be. We’d talk and talk into the small hours, forgetting all about Magic.....”

You: “I love the way those clues are seemlessly woven into the dialogue. That’s craftsmanship, that is!”

Conversation over.



Option 2.2

You: “No thankyou. I have a Quest to complete. Magic gimmicks would be a distraction.”

Terrence: “Lucky you, you’ve got a purpose in life. Me, I’m a best-selling author of magic manuals, I’m the highest-rated wizard in this or any other Kingdom. But Magic is my only consolation ..... (wretchedly) I’m so alone!”



Option 2.2.1

You: “Would it help to talk about it?”

Terrence: “I doubt it. But since you’re encouraging me in my bout of self-pity, I’ll talk about it anyhow .....”

You: “I’m listening.”

Terrence: “You’re the first for a long time ..... no-one talks to me at parties. I try my best. Last week I was at this little gathering and I got chatting to a beautiful nymphette. Turned her water into wine. But did she thank me? Oh no. Said I was using my wizardly ways to get her drunk. Said I was trying to take advantage of her. Me? Perish the thought.”

You: “So you don’t have any luck with the nymphs?”

Terrence: “Not with the nymphs, not with humans, not even with Gnomes. Sure, they read my books. But they don’t talk to me.”

You: “I’m talking to you.”

Terrence: “Yes, but you’re not my type.”

You: “What’s your type?”

Terrence: “I’m not fussy. Something small and friendly to sit on my lap. To watch me making magic. It doesn’t need to be pretty. It doesn’t need to be clever. It doesn’t need to be anything other than friendly.”

You: “That doesn’t sound much like a nymph.”

Terrence: “I’ve downsized my expectations.”

You: “Somewhat.”

Terrence: “So I will leave you to your quest and continue with mine .....”

Conversation over.



Option 2.2.2

You: “Cheer up! Think positive.”

Terrence: “What?”

You: “Your only barrier to happiness is your own negativity.”

Terrence: “Leave out the pop-psychology crap. Where’d you hear that, on the back of a cereal packet?”

You: “Concentrate on the good things in your life.”

Terrence: “Hmmm, I am very successful, I suppose....”

You: “That’s it.”

Terrence: “But there’s one thing missing.”

You: “What’s that?”

Terrence: “A familiar.” (Short pause.) “It doesn’t need to be anything special, not for my purposes.”

You: “And what exactly are your purposes?”

Terrence: “I just want someone to run errands for me, to pop out to the shops for eye of newt and wing of bat, when I’ve run out of those essential ingredients and I’m busy mixing potions ..... and someone to stroke on long winter nights -”

You: (disapprovingly) “Hmmm .....”

Terrence: “Most wizards go for cats.”

You: “I’ve read about that in the tabloids.”

Terrence: “Farewell then, young warrior. I must be off and resume my search for companionship!”

He leaves.

Conversation over.



Option 2.2.3

You: “I’m not surprised you’re alone.”

Terrence: (offended) “Why do you say that?”

You: “Because I want to annoy you.”

Terrence: (sighing) “You’re just the same as all the others. Jealous of my success. What I need is a friend without much of a brain, a faithful stupid friend who can’t criticise me. You’re just not stupid enough.”

You: “Thank you.”

Terrence: “A friendly familiar, that’s what I need. All the other wizards have ‘em.” (He sighs.) “Why oh why must I be so alone!” (He weeps.)

Audience: (sympathetically) “Awwwww!”

Terrence: “Why oh why -”

You: “I’ll tell you.”

Terrence: “Yes?”

You: “That beard. It doesn’t suit you.”

Terrence: “I can’t shave off the beard! It’s traditional.”

You: “Stay lonely then.”

Terrence leaves.

Conversation over.



Option 2.3

You: “No. In fact, I’d like you to get out of my sight.”

Terrence: “There’s no need to take that attitude. I was going anyway!”

Terrence leaves the location. Conversation over.



Option 3

You: “Hey! Great hat............... NOT!”

Terrence: “Have a care, young adventurer. I’ve ruined people for lesser insults.”

You: “Ruined people? How did you do that, lend them your wardrobe?”

Terrence: (haughtily) “Listen you little fool, I know magic!”

You: “And I know all of the words to Waltzing Mathilda. So what!”

Terrence: “Waltzing Mathilda? Ah! So you’re musical, a singer perhaps?”

You: “Sometimes... why?”

Terrence: “I have the very thing for you. A magic-wand microphone! Would you like to acquire one?”

Continues after 2



If this is your second conversation with Terrence, and you are carrying the pacman.....



Option 1

You: “Swap this little yellow pet for one of your Magic Microphones?”

Terrence: “A tiny troublemaker in exchange for such a high-tech piece of precision equipment?!””

You: “No, I don’t want high-tech precision equipment, just one of your magic microphones.”

Terrence: (Pause.) “Oh, alright then.”

You swap the pacman for Microphone.

Terrence leaves. Conversation over.



Option 2

You: “Here’s a cute little friend for you. No strings attached.”

Terrence: “Ah, the perfect companion!”

You give pacman to Terrence.

Terrence: “No strings attached? Then I’ll have to keep him in my pocket.”

You: “Best place for him. But be warned, he has a tendency to rearrange your inventory.”

Terrence: “That’ll make a change. I haven’t had my inventory rearranged for several years.”

He leaves. The Microphone relocates to the Shop O' Stuff.

Conversation over.



Option 3

You: “I’ve got something you’d like. But you can’t have it! No-one can!”

Terrence: “That’s a perverse attitude.”

You: “Yeah? You think that’s perverse? Then watch this -”

Cutscenes of various bits of entirely innocent footage, edited and scored to take on a new, more perverse meaning!

You: “Pretty weird, huh?”

Terrence: “You exhibit a penchant for the bizarre and unusual. Check this out!”

GOTO Luggage Sequence



If you just go for the direct route and give Pacman to Terrence, he says the following...

You give Pacman to Terrence.

Terrence: “What’s this?! A little yellow fellow! A friend! A companion to share my somewhat dull existence with! Oh, I can’t express my joy! What can I give you in payment?”

You: “What have you got?”

Terrence: “I’ve got a magic wand. Shaped like a microphone.”

You: “Hmm... got anything else?”

Terrence: “Just some other magic wands. They’re shaped like microphones too.”

You: “Oh all right, I’ll take it.”

Terrence gives you the Microphone.

Terrence: “There you are. Right, I’m off to live happily ever after with my new friend. See you around.”

He leaves.

Conversation over.



Remember children, if Terrence has the pacman, he leaves the game.



If you try to talk to Terrence when the above conversation options have been exhausted, he will come back with one of the following remarks.



Terrence: “I don’t need trouble... just some affection.....”

Terrence: “Not right now. Go and read my books, you philistine.”

Terrence: “Come back later, preferably when you’re going to give me something I can make use of!”

Terrence: “Clear off, you. I’m busy!”



The Luggage Sequence



Terrence waves his arms around ridiculously. Pause. He looks up to the sky. Scratches his head. You too look up, following his gaze.

A (modern-style) suitcase falls from the sky on top of you, crushing you with a squidgy sound effect. Your legs wriggle, while the rest is under the suitcase.(Longish) Pause. The case lifts up again, hovers, then stamps down on you again, very fast, again and again and again (sort of like the Pepperami advert, where the stamping machine completely flattens the wimpy Pepperami). Naturally, this does you some damage! After a moment, the punishment stops. The Case lies still, with your legs and arms poking out from underneath (this is meant to be a parody of Discworld’s Luggage so bear that in mind when designing the graphics).



If you take too much damage, and die....

Terrence: “Ha! That’ll teach you.... er... are you all right? Speak to me! Oh dear, I may have overdone it a little..... oh well.....”

GAME OVER!

.....but there’s an epilogue in which the Narrator explains that, after your death, a Kingdom-wide cult springs up around your “luggage with legs” presence. A myth, a shrine, a religion, etc. Gnomes, orcs, wraiths, etc all worshipping the memory of you.

Conversation over.



If you survive the Luggage attack....

Terrence: “Ha! That’ll teach you. Next time, you’ll treat me with more respect, you’ll admire me.... look up to me... well, of course you will, you’ve been squashed flat, ha ha! Oh well, I’d better be going......”

He leaves. After a moment, there is a *PING*, you are magically restored, the luggage vanishes and the game continues.

Conversation over.



Standard Greetings Upon Arrival

Terrence: “Hi. I’m Terrence and I wonder if you’d like to be my friend..... no, no, silly of me, course you wouldn’t.”

Terrence: “Er... hello.”

Terrence: “Don’t mind me, just carry on with what you’re doing.”



Responses To Greetings From New Arrivals:

Terrence: “I’m just a lonely old wizard with a box o’ tricks and no-one to play them on.”

Terrence: “My name is Terrence, and I am funky.”

Terrence: “Magic!”

Terrence: “Spelltastic greetings!”



�Talking to the Disco King (Not Americanised)



He’s not the kind of King who wears a crown, but he’s the undisputed King of the Disco scene. He’s wearing white polyester slacks, a shirt open to the navel, an unfashionable moustache and (initially) the coveted Talisman O’ Dancing nestling amongst his chest-hairs.



When you first meet this fashion disaster, he’s sitting at the bar in the 70s Disco, eyeing up the talent and sipping a pint o’ beer.





If you’re Thidney.....



Being a seven-foot tall lizard, you simply walk up to the Disco King and talk to him....

You: “How’s it hanging, Disco-dude?”

The Disco King takes one look at you and (perhaps) his jaw drops onto the bar and his eyes spring out of his head to get a closer look at you. Then his face returns to normal and (definitely) he screams...

Disco King: “ARGH! BEINGS FROM ANOTHER WORLD! OUR WEAPONS ARE USELESS AGAINST THEM! PANIC! FLEE! RUN AWAY! HIDE!”

And he runs away, out of the disco and out of the game. Brief close-up as his medallion clatters to the floor, allowing you to simply pick it up.

You: (thoughtfully) “I didn’t think my outfit was that bad! Oh well...”

Conversation over.





If you’re Shah-Ron .....



Coming within a few feet of the Disco King is enough to get his attention. His little pixellated pupils fix upon you and don’t let go.



Conversation is necessary to get him to follow you out the back way (the main door is entrance only).



Option 1

You: “Come outside for a quickie.”

Disco King: (smoothly) “Baby, when the Disco King makes love, it ain’t over in an instant. It’s a marathon of moochy-kooch, an Olympics of mutual physical sensual grooviness.”

You: “I’m proposing a brief encounter in the alley. Take it or leave it.”

Disco King: “I’ll take it!”

You leave by the back door, Disco King following. Conversation over.



Option 2

You: “That medallion you’re wearing, is it an award for... well...  sexual performance?”

Disco King: “I’m the Disco King, honeychild, and this here’s the Talisman to prove it. I made my moves on the dancefloor and this was the prize.”

You: “D’you want a trophy of the other kind?”

Disco King: “You’re my trophy tonight, baby. I know I’m irresistible to all you chicks.”

You: “I can’t wait to get you outside and show you how I feel about you.”

He’ll follow you now. Conversation over.



Option 3

You: “Get off my case, you sad schmuck, or I’ll file for sexual harassment!”

Disco King: “Oh baby, I love it when a chick talks tough!”

You: “Leave me alone! I warn you, I’ll report your lascivious behaviour to the proper authorities and you’ll go down!”

Disco King: “Oh baby, I certainly will. It’ll be so good you’ll make my tongue a saint. And then..... you’ll do the same for me, eh baby?”

He’ll follow you now. Conversation over.



An attempt at a further conversation, before you lead him outside, and the Disco King will respond with one of:



Disco King: “The time for words is over. Let’s get out of here!”

Disco King: “Let our bodies do the talking... outside!”

Disco King: “Don’t talk just...” (sloppy kiss SFX)

Disco King: “Take me outside and I’ll take you to heaven, honey!”



Any attempts at combat inside the Disco (the only physical contact you’d ever want with Mr Disco King) will result in the following...

Narrator: “Stop that! If there’s any trouble in here, you’ll have the Bouncer to deal with!”

Perhaps cut briefly to the Bouncer looking tough.

Conversation over.



If you try to fight again, cut to the Bouncer...

Bouncer: “Oi!”

Conversation over.



When you leave the disco and enter the alley with the Disco King in tow, you may beat him up immediately or talk to him thusly .....



Option 1

You: “Come closer so I can kiss you.”

Disco King: (startled) “Do you really want to kiss me?”

You: “That’s what I said. Now get close so we can get close.”

Disco King: (disbelieving) “You.... want.... me?”

You: “Yeah, superstud.”

Disco King: “I can’t believe that you actually want me.”

You: “A boy your age shoulda learned to read the signals.”

Disco King: “But you’re a real woman! An attractive, curvaceous and life-size woman! And you want me!?”

You: “Hurry up and kiss me before I change my mind.”

Disco King: “But - but you’re really real! I mean, you’re three dimensional and you haven’t got staples in the centre!”

You: “So it’s down to me to make the first move...”

Disco King: “Uh... yeah...”

You: “Okay.”

You attack him and duff him up something awful! Result? One unconscious Disco King, one fallen Talisman O' Dancing!

Conversation over.



Option 2

You: “Come closer so I can show my affection in a special way.”

Disco King eagerly scuttles up to you. You attack him very briefly.

Disco King: “Ow!”

You: “Was it as good for you as it was for me?”

Disco King: “I feel dizzy.”

You: “That’s the rising tide of passion drowning out all rational thought.”

Disco King: “No, I think it’s concussion.”

You: “Where I come from, that’s one way we have of showing affection. Here’s another.”

You briefly attack him again. Disco King acts like he’s been kneed in the bollocks. Which he has!

Disco King: (in a high voice, in pain) “Where do you come from?”

You: “The real world, buster.”

You step towards him.

Disco King: “Please, please! No more affection!”

You: “You want I should drop the displays of love?”

Disco King: “Yes. Yes!”

You: “You want I should get cold and ruthless?”

Disco King: “Yes... NO! Er, well, I.....”

You attack him and duff him up something awful! Result? One unconscious Disco King, one fallen Talisman O' Dancing!

Conversation over.



Option 3

You: “I’ll kick your chauvinistic butt back to the ‘70s.”

You attack him briefly.

Disco King: “Is this foreplay?”

You: “You could hang around panting ‘til your chest hair turns grey, I wouldn’t smooch with you, you outmoded model of masculine arrogance!”

You briefly attack him again.

Disco King: “You - you -”

You: “Did I hurt your ‘pride’?”

Disco King: (contemptuously) “You feminist!”

You: “Yeah, and proud of it.”

You attack him and duff him up something awful! Result? One unconscious Disco King, one fallen Talisman O' Dancing!

Conversation over.



Responses To Greetings From New Arrivals:

Disco King: “Yeah? Well, when I get this feeling, I need... sexual healing!”

Disco King: “Hey! You can tell by the way I use my walk, I’m a woman’s man, no time to talk.”

Disco King: “Hello... is it me you’re looking for?”





�Talking to the Dragon (Not Americanised)



He’s big, he’s red, he’s majestic and dangerous, he’s an olde worlde equivalent of Sher-Khan from Disney’s Jungle Book.



He spends a lot of time in caves under the lone mountain to the north-west of Flake Town. Obviously, it’s very dangerous to just walk into his place through the front door.



If Thidney goes in through the main entrance...

Dragon: “I bid thee welcome, stranger. Who art thou, and what art thou?”

You: “Er... the name’s Thidney and um... I’m just a harmless little green fellow who’s incredibly sorry to have disturbed you and... um.....”

Dragon: “Green thou most certainly art.... now, what goeth well with that, red wine or white...?”

Thidney takes his chance and scampers away. Once outside, he stops to catch his breath for a moment...

You: “That was a close one. You know, there’s a lesson to be learned here:- don’t go up any strange passageways without taking precautions!”

Conversation over.



If Thidney goes in through the main entrance again...

Dragon: “Aha! Thou art back!”

You: “Oh dear.”

Dragon: “Pursuant to our previous encounter, I sent word unto a friend at Burger Kingdom (they flame-grill their meat, as do I). He didst recommend a suitable drink that wouldst compliment thy tastes!”

You: “Well done.”

Dragon: “Thou shall be!”

Cut to exterior of cave. There is an eruption of fire inside, with a bright glow and some flames spilling out from within. We hear a whoosh mingled in with a scream (cut short), then black smoke begins to drift out from the cave.

Dragon: (off-screen) “‘tis better to burn up, than fade away, I supposeth...”

He laughs, quietly to himself at this thought.

Conversation over. GAME OVER!





If Shah-Ron goes in through the main entrance...

Dragon: “Upon my wings, who art thou? For truly, though art comely, and fair to behold....”

You: “My name is Shah-Ron, and I have to say that coming in here may have been a bad move!”

Dragon: (to himself) “Shah-Ron.... enchanting! I am called Puff. Be so good as to grant me the pleasure of thy company.... have dinner with me!”

You: “Excuse me one moment...”

Shah-Ron high-tails it out of the dragon’s cave. Once outside, she stops to catch her breath...

You: (panting heavily) “Close call! Invitations to dinner are one thing, but invitations to be dinner are another!”

Conversation over.



If Shah-Ron goes in through the main entrance again....

Dragon: “Ah! My beloved returneth unto me!”

You: “I’m nobody’s beloved!”

Dragon: “How canst thou speak such words?”

You: “I pass air across my vocal chords, sound comes out. It’s very simple.”

Dragon: “Away with such nonsense. Submit to my will, and give thyself unto me!”

You: “NEVER!”

Dragon: “But thy beauty hast kindled a fire in my heart... see?”

Cut to exterior of cave. There is an eruption of fire inside, with a bright glow and some flames spilling out from within. We hear a whoosh mingled in with a scream (cut short), then black smoke begins to drift out from the cave.

Dragon: (off-screen) “Darling, thou really shouldst not smoke....”

He laughs, quietly to himself at this thought.

Conversation over. GAME OVER!



Sometimes the dragon is in, sometimes he’s out. If you’re smart you’ll find the secret entrance, round the side. From here you can get some kind of warning as to whether it’s safe to go into the main cave.



If Thidney goes in through the side entrance when the dragon is in...

Dragon: “Going down in a blaze of glory? Indeed thou art!”

The dragon incinerates you (perhaps cut away to outside rather than showing this).

Conversation over. GAME OVER.



If Shah-Ron goes in through the side entrance when the dragon is in...

Dragon: “Come on baby, lighteth my fire...!”

The dragon incinerates you (perhaps cut away to outside rather than showing this).

Conversation over. GAME OVER.



�Talking to the Stylist (Not Americanised)



The stylist is more camp than a field full of tents. He sounds a bit like Julian Clarey, and his taste in clothing is... well!



If you are Thidney, and you’re not wearing a wig when you arrive for the first time...

Stylist: “Sorry friend, there’s nothing I can do for you!”

You end up back outside the Salon. Conversation over.



Otherwise, when you first enter the Salon, whether or not you are wearing the wig, the Stylist will greet you with a loud shriek of pleasure and a clap of his hands.



Stylist: “I simply have to get my hands on that!”



Option 1

You: “Do you mean my hair?”

Stylist shrieks with delight.

Stylist: “Of course your hair! You naughty girl/snake. I can’t wait to strap you into my chair and get to work on you .....”

Continue after 3



Option 2

You: (grim) “You can try.”

Stylist: “So it’s like that is it? I only want to do something wonderful with your head. Don’t make me chase you.”

Continue after 3



Option 3

You: “You put your hands on me and you’ll have no hands.”

Stylist shrieks.

Stylist: “If you brutally hacked off my tapering appendages!” (Shriek!) “What a loss to the world of hair that would be. What a tragedy for art! (Pause.) (seductively) But you wouldn’t hurt me. You want me intimately involved with your lovely locks, don’t you?”



Option 3.1

You: “I’d like a radical restyling with a tousled fringe, layered nape and a central parting.”

Stylist: “That’s very demanding of you. But let’s just wait and see what emerges from my Muse. Once my creativity is flowing, there’s no saying what will happen!”

GOTO Phase 2



Option 3.2

You: “Just a trim please.”

Stylist: “Ah, certainly! Just a trim ..... at first. Then I’ll trust to my instincts -” (He shrieks.) “The possibilities take my breath away.” (He gasps loudly.)

GOTO Phase 2



Option 3.3

You: “Don’t you dare lay a finger on me!”

Stylist gives a shriek followed by a shuddersome sigh.

Stylist: (deep-throated, slowly) “You’re so dominant. So untamed.”

You: “Don’t touch me!”

Stylist: (compelled) “But I must.”

GOTO Phase 2.





Phase 2

A series of cutscenes (appropriately)....

The Stylist gives one of his appallingly camp shrieks and the conversation is over. We see in silhouette the dreadful haircut progressing. You protest and struggle but the dramatic soundtrack rises to drown out you plea for mercy. Fade to black.

Fade up once the Stylist has finished, still in silhouette.

Stylist: (proudly) “There!”

Cutscenes of his shadow holding a mirror behind your head for you to see the damage. You scream. The Stylist shrieks back at you.

Stylist: “You love it. I knew you would!” (Pause, then emotionally) “It’s my best yet!”

You: (in disbelief) “What am I going to DO?!”

Stylist: “Don’t thank me. Don’t pay me. Don’t praise my artistic genius. It was such a pleasure to work on you. Here, take this hairspray. Use it twice hourly to maintain the fine style. It’ll give you body. it’ll give you lift.”

He shrieks and gives you the hairspray.

Stylist: “I don’t want to let go of you. But the world must see my beautiful creation! Go out there and wow them!”

Cut back to gamescreen.

The Stylist pushes you out the door. Thidney simply removes the dreadfully cut wig.

Cutscenes take Shah-Ron to the Wig Emporium where you must buy a wig..... (see Talking To The Wigmeister”)



If this is your second visit to the salon, and you don’t have the sheep .....



The Stylist sees you and shrieks in dismay.

Stylist: “What happened to my gorgeous masterpiece?”



Option 1

You: “The weather ruined it.”

Stylist: “Wind, rain and ultraviolet rays, I hate you!”

You: “You hate me?”

Stylist: “No, not you, my little bouffant. The uncaring elements, those are my enemies! Those who molest my masterpieces - the wind who tosses, tosses, tosses my art out of all recognition. The rain which makes a limp travesty out of my most rigid creations -” (Shriek!) “It would be better for the world of hair if there was no weather at all.”

You: (sympathetically) “All that tossing, all that limpness -”

Stylist: “Let’s put that behind us, like a piece of history breathing on our necks, thrusting into us the significance of our past mistakes -” (pulling himself together) “Shall I do you again?”



Option 1.1

You: “Yes please!”

Stylist: (with a sudden change of heart) “Ah, but what use would it be? You’d only go outside again...”

You: “Yes, and display your masterpiece!”

Stylist: “You’d get into all kinds of rough adventures and where would your hair be then?”

You: “Still on my head?”

Stylist: “I can’t afford to ruin my reputation.” (Shriek!) “I have an idea. Why don’t you bring a friend and I’ll do him.”

You: “I don’t know -”

Stylist: “You can watch. Anyway, I can’t stand here and chat all day, I’ve got things to do.”

Conversation over.



Option 1.2

You: “No thankyou. Once was enough.”

Stylist: “You’re certainly not an elf. You’d never hear an elf saying that. They’re in and out of my ..... (simpering) salon all the time. Oh no, once is never enough for the elves. I can’t stop them coming. (Short pause.) Not that I’d want to. But there’s only so much you can do with an elf. I yearn for something different, a challenge to my talent.”

Conversation over.



Option 1.3

You: “Do yourself.”

Stylist: “Oh but I do! All the time. Whenever I have a quiet moment to myself, I - (breaks off.) “You don’t appreciate my genius, do you?”

You: “You’re useless.”

Stylist pauses, then bursts into tears.

Stylist is UPSET.

Conversation over.



Option 2

You: “It wasn’t one of your best.”

Stylist: “You’re right! It was a masterpiece, it was skill-on-a-scalp. It scaled the lofty heights of hair, it was up there in the haircut Hall of Fame. But I can do much better! (enthusiastically) I’ll do it now!”

Continues after 1



Option 3

You: “Can’t you tell the difference between real hair and a wig?”

Stylist bursts into tears. Stylist is now UPSET.

Conversation over.



If you attempt further conversation with the Stylist and you don’t bring the sheep .....



If he’s not UPSET, he will respond with one of the following:

Stylist: “Your hair doesn’t interest me anymore.”

Stylist: “Call me fickle, but I’m after a new subject for my scissors.”

Stylist: “Come back with a friend.”

Stylist: “I’ve decided you’re not my type.”



If he’s UPSET :

Stylist: “You cruel, heartless tormentor!”

Stylist: “You’re just like all the other critics!”

Stylist: “I’m hopelessly misunderstood.”





When you return to the Salon with the sheep and the Stylist isn’t upset.....



Stylist: (shrieks) “Your hair! My work is ruined!”



Option 1

You: “Sorry, peer pressure forced me to adopt a more conservative style. But this sheep is a sucker for experimentation.”

Stylist: “Is it now? Show me.”

You produce the sheep.

Stylist: “Indeed, this looks like a sheep who wouldn’t object.....”

You: (cautiously) “That depends on what you intend to do with it.”

Stylist: “I’ll show you.”

GOTO Sheep Shearing Sequence.



Option 2

You: “Forget my hair. Style the sheep.”

Stylist: “Which sheep?”

You produce the sheep.

Stylist: “Oh. That sheep.”

You: “It’s an ideal subject for your scissorly skills.”

Stylist: (doubtfully) “I don’t usually do sheep.”

You: “Your private life is like a book to me. A book I never want to read. Just style the sheep.”

Stylist: “Very well, since you’re so firm. I’ll do it. Just for you.”

GOTO Sheep Shearing Sequence.



Option 3

You: “Your handiwork made me look stupid!”

Stylist: (defensive) “You didn’t need a haircut for that... you looked stupid when you first came in!”

You: “That’s what you think... I happen to like this look!”

Stylist: (understanding) “I think you just need time to get used to a more cosmopolitan style. Let me trim you again...”

You: (angrily) “You’re not fit to trim a hedge!”

Stylist shrieks in dismay and weeps. He’s now UPSET. Conversation over.



If you have the unshorn sheep and the Stylist is UPSET, conversation goes.....



Option 1

You: “Sorry I hurt your feelings. I’ve brought a sheep for you to style, by way of an apology.”

Stylist: (petulantly) “A sheep? That is not enough to mend my shattered soul -”

You: “It’s a nice sheep. You can do what you want with it. Anything you please -”

Stylist: (interested) “Anything?”

You: “Let yourself go! Use the sheep to explore the outer reaches of your artistry!”

Stylist: (shrieking excitedly) “Yes!”

GOTO Sheep Shearing Sequence.



Option 2

You: “Pull yourself together and shear this sheep for me.”

Stylist: “I’m not a sheep-shearer. I’m an artist!”

You: “Give it a go. You might like it.”

Stylist: (sighing nostalgically) “Last time I heard that it was from the lips of an elf. ‘You might like it,’ he said. (Shriek! Pause.) I couldn’t resist then, and I can’t resist now. Give me the sheep.”

You give him the sheep.

GOTO Sheep Shearing Sequence.



Option 3

You: “I bet you like sheep, don’t you?”

Stylist: (sobbing, then pauses) “Why?”

You: “Because you can channel all of your negative emotions into a classic cut, a titanic trim, a comb-and-scissors epic!”

Stylist: (more composed) “It might just be possible....”

You: “Here’s a sheep. Sheer your way to stardom!”

You give him the sheep.

GOTO Sheep Shearing Sequence.





If you have already spoken to the Stylist since he cut your hair, and you now have the unshorn sheep, and the Stylist isn’t UPSET .....



He greets you;

Stylist: “Hello again! Did you bring a friend like I asked you to?”



Option 1

You: “I’ve brought a sheep. Does that count?”

Stylist shrieks as you pull out a sheep and hand it over.

Stylist: “A challenge!”

GOTO Sheep Shearing Sequence.



Option 2

You: “Sorry, couldn’t find anyone.”

Stylist: “What, a cute thing like you?”

You: “Less of the ‘cute’ stuff, you hair-hacker!”

Stylist: “Hair-hacker? HAIR-HACKER?! Oh, your words are like a pair of clippers thrust into my heart! Oh woe!”

He is now UPSET! Conversation over.



Option 3

You: “I’ve met guillotines better at hairstyling than you.”

Stylist: “That’s a cutting remark.”

You: “Cut it out. Give it up. I’ve told the elves you’ve lost your talent.”

Stylist: “No! Not the elves! My best customers! I’m ruined!”

Stylist is UPSET. Conversation over.





Sheep Shearing Sequence



Similar to your own haircutting sequence except for the addition of a frantic bleating on the soundtrack! Fade down to black.

Fade back up on the Salon with you and the stylist standing beside a pile of wool.

Stylist: “I wonder why he ran off like that...”

You: “Probably anxious to show off his new style.”

Stylist: “I expect so. Whew! That was tiring.....”





If you now take the wool, or any hair clippings that might be lying around...

Stylist: “Thanks! I never seem to have enough time to tidy this place up!”

Conversation over.





After the sheep is sheered, any attempt to talk to the Stylist further will result in one of the following....



Stylist: “Not now. I’m exhausted!”

Stylist: “Later, darling. My wrists need a rest.”

Stylist: “So much creative effort. I need to recuperate.”



Responses To Greetings From New Arrivals:

Stylist: “Come back when you’ve got an appointment.”

Stylist: “Get out of here, I’m busy!”

Stylist: “Oh dear! You do need my help, don’t you! Come back tomorrow and I’ll see if I can fit you in!”



 �Talking to Goliath (Not Americanised)



He’s a shortish, squattish, plumpish (ie. Dwarfish) man with the usual bushy beard and eyebrows that meet in the middle.

He’s not exactly stoopid, but he’s rather single-minded in his preoccupation with all things war-like. Okay, this does make him rather stoopid.



When you first meet him on your wanderings .....



Narrator: “Meet Goliath the Dwarf, one of the race of.....well, of Dwarves, obviously. The dwarves are a people of limited interests, occasionally dabbling in a spot of gold mining, gold smelting and gold hoarding. All of which makes them particularly prone to outbreaks of -”

Goliath: “War! War!”

Narrator: “Yes, that. And fortunately -”

Goliath: “War!”

Narrator: “- is their chief interest. There’s nothing they like better than an all-out invasion by a neighbouring tribe. So long as they’re shorter than the dwarves .....”



Goliath: “War! War!”



Option 1

You: “War, huh? What is it good for? ..... Absolutely nothing!”

Goliath: (challengingly) “Say it again!”

You: “War, huh? What is it good for? Absolutely n....”

Goliath: “Absolutely everything!”

You: “I sense a difference of opinion.”

Goliath: “Let’s fight a war over it.”

You: “There’s only two of us. We could have a skirmish but it wouldn’t be an all-out war. It takes more than two combatants to make a war.”

Goliath: “Who’s counting?”

You: “I am. Counting the seconds of my life being wasted talking to a Dwarf.”

Conversation over.



Option 2

You: “War? Where?”

Goliath: “Here.”

You: “Where?”

Goliath: “Right here!”

You: “I can’t see any war.”

Goliath attacks you briefly, doing you some damage.

You: (groggily) “Oh, that war.”

Conversation over.



Option 3

You: “Calm down, child.”

Goliath: “Don’t patronise me! I’m ready for War! War, war and more war!”

You: “Tell your parents to choose a natural fruit juice. Those additives are sending you hyperactive.”

Goliath: “Parents? My parents are dead.”

You: “Oh, you poor baby, an orphan already! Is diddums losht?”

Goliath: “I’m a fully-grown, sexually mature adult!”

You: “Prove it!” (Short pause.) “On second thoughts, don’t.”

Goliath: “I became an adult decades ago with the lengthening of my -”

You: “Please don’t!”

Goliath: “- vocal cords. Hence the deep voice.”

Conversation over.





Your second conversation with Goliath .....



Goliath: “War! War!”



Option 1

- if you haven’t met Krystal

You: “You’re not still going on about that war, are you?”

Goliath: “War! War! War! WAR!”

You: “Oh, so you are still going on about that war.”

Conversation over.



Option 1

- if you’ve met Krystal

You: “Make Love not War!”

Goliath looks you up and down suspiciously.

Goliath: “I’d rather make War.”

You: “War is a waste of resources. It’s nasty, too.”

Goliath: “You’ve been talking to that Krystal, haven’t you?”

You: “I have, actually. And I agree with her anti-aggression agenda of Love and Harmony.”

Goliath: (shrugs) “I don’t.”

Conversation over.



Option 2

- if you haven’t met the Gnomes

You: “War? Hah! You and whose army?”

Goliath: “My army of dwarves, thirty thousand of them waiting with their axes sharpened for battle.”

You: “I see.”

Conversation over.



Option 2

- if you have met the Gnomes

You: “Are you another one of those Gnomes?”

Goliath: “No!”

Narrator: “I’ve already told you, he’s Goliath, a Dwarf. Weren’t you listening?”

You: “Yes, I merely wish to taunt him about his height.”

Narrator: “Oh. That’s okay. Get on with it then.”�You: (to Goliath) “You’re a Gnome.”

Goliath attacks you briefly, then leaves.

Conversation over.



Option 3

You: “Hey Goliath, my name’s David and I’m a Dwarf-Slayer!”

Goliath: “Is that so?”

Narrator: “His/her real name’s Thidney/Shah-Ron.”

You: “Don’t spoil it for me!”

Narrator: “Goliath can’t hear me.”

You: “I don’t care, stop interfering!”

Narrator: “Interfering? Interfering? I’ve been guiding you through this game, telling you what’s going on, providing you with background info’ - you call that interfering?! Where would you be without me?”

You: “Hey, where’s he gone?”

Cut to gamescreen. Goliath is gone.

You: “That was all your fault.”

Narrator: “Who, me?”

Conversation over.





Your third chat with Goliath .....



Goliath: “I need to get high!”



Option 1

You: “You’re thinking about artificial escapism at a time like this?”

Goliath: “No.”

You: “Oh.”

Goliath: “I’m still thinking about war.”

You: “’Course you are.”

Goliath: “And how tall my enemies are.”

You: “How tall are these enemies of yours?”

Goliath: “Taller than me.”



Option 1.1

- if you have the stilt plans

You: “I’ve got some plans for you.”

Goliath: “One plan would be enough.”

You: “Er, I can’t break up the set.”

Goliath: “What’s your plan, then?”

You: “My plan is, I give you these plans .....”

You show the stilt-plans to Goliath. Pause.

Goliath: “Away with your unmasculine paperwork. Such is the stuff of young girls, accountants, bedwetters and the like; I am a warrior!”

and he walks away. Conversation over.



Option 1.1

- if you don’t have the stilt-plans

You: “Why don’t you get some new, shorter enemies?”

Goliath: “You don’t get to choose your enemies -”

You: “Oh, but you should! Get yourself down to your local Enemies R’ Us, and pick yourself a set of easily-beaten foes -”

Goliath: “That’s fine if you’ve got the time. But the Dwarfish race is under attack from enemies that were, ah, foisted upon us.”

You: “Sounds nasty.”

Goliath: “It will be if we don’t get taller!”

Conversation over.



Option 1.2

- if you have the platform Shoes

You: “Have I got shoes for you!”

Goliath: “I don’t know. Have you?”

You: “Yes!”

You give him the shoes.

Goliath: “Hubba-hubba!”

as he puts them on.

You: “Huh?”

Goliath: “Hubba-hubba!”

You: “Huh??”

Goliath: “Thanks.”

He totters off, precariously, in his new stacked shoes. Conversation over.



Option 1.2

- if you don’t have the platform Shoes

You: “There’s been some fascinating research recently into the effects of artificial growth hormone.”

Goliath: “Has there?”

You: “Apparently.”

Goliath: “Oh.”

Pause.

Goliath: “And that’s good is it?”

You: “Well.... no, not really.”

Goliath: “Oh.”

Conversation over.



Option 1.3

You: “I’m taller than you ..... I guess that makes me your enemy, too.”

Goliath: “If you say so.”

You: “It’s faultless logic.”

Goliath: “It’s stupid. And stupid people annoy me!”

He roars into battle and you fight him. Conversation over.



Option 2

You: “What happened to the war?”

Goliath: “Postponed.”

You: “How can you postpone a war?”

Goliath: “Easy. We just refuse to fight.”

You: “When’s this war rescheduled for?”

Goliath: “When we Dwarves are as tall as our enemies.”

Continues after 1



Option 3

You: “How about a trip to heaven?”

Goliath: “Heaven?”

You: “You can’t get much higher than that.”

Goliath: “How’d I get there?”

You: “Here’s how.”

You hit him. Fight initiated. Conversation over.





If you have neither the plans nor the shoes (and you haven’t yet given Goliath the shoes). Trying to talk to him will produce one of:

Goliath: “WAR!”

Goliath: “War, war and more war!”

Goliath: “Don’t talk to me now, tall one!”

Goliath: “Go find me some height!”

followed by his stamping offscreen.





If you have the shoes, a conversation will flow thus .....



Goliath: “I need an extra twelve inches!”



Option 1

You: “These Golden Shoes will give you all the height you need..... and more!”

You give over the shoes.

Goliath: “Heavy!”

You: “Yeah, solid gold.”

He puts them on.

Goliath: “Now I’m ready for war!”

You: “Yes, those shoes provide the ideal platform from which to launch a battle campaign.”

Goliath totters off unsteadily, chanting: “War! War!” to fade. Conversation over.



Option 2

- if you have the plans and haven’t offered them yet

You: “How about a set of stilt-plans?”

Goliath: “Huh?”

You: “You know what stilts are, don’t you?”

Goliath: “Sure I do. Stilts. Leg-lengtheners. Just what I need.”

You produce the plans.

You: “With these plans, you can make leg-lengthening apparatus for you and every member of your dwarvish army!”

Goliath: “Rubbish! Who wants stilts made of paper? Get lost, idiot!”

Conversation over.



Option 2

- if you don’t have the plans or have offered them previously

You: “Scan the classified ads in the back of certain specialist magazines.”

Goliath: “I don’t understand.”

Narrator: “Nor do I.”

You: “Er... never mind!”

Goliath walks away. Conversation over.



Option 3

You: “Don’t be dumping your personal problems on me ..... do I look like Oprah?”

Goliath: “Oprah couldn’t help me with my dilemma!”

You: “Perhaps not, but she could offer you compassion, understanding and an audience of five billion.”

Goliath: “Speak to my agent. (pause) On second thoughts, he was the one that got me this job... hmm.... don’t speak to my agent. (pause) I need a new agent.....”

Conversation over.





From this point on, if you give the shoes to Goliath go to Option 1 above, otherwise any attempt to talk to Goliath will result in one of the following...

Goliath: “It’s good to talk, but you’ve talked enough!”

Goliath: “I’d love to chat, but I’ve got a height problem that needs sorting!”

Goliath: “Never mind whatever you were going to say, just figure out a way for me to get taller!”





Having given the shoes to Goliath, he disappears from the game for a certain number of moves (5 minutes?).

When he reappears.....



Goliath: “I’m back!”

You: “Hey, Goliath! Good war, was it?”

Goliath: “Smashing!”

You: “Oh?”

Goliath: “Smashed bones, smashed property, smashed the enemy good ‘n’ proper! and all thanks to these shoes of yours! Tell me what I can do for you in return!”



Option 1

- in the 7-11 Quest

You: “Join my gang!”

Goliath: “Gang, you say? Not an army?”

You: “It’s kind of a miniature army.”

Goliath: “You got a war planned?”

You: “Kind of a miniature war. That’s like miniature golf but with more violence.”

Goliath: “More violence? Obviously you’ve never seen a dwarf playing miniature golf -”

You: “Go to the tavern in Flaketown and the ensuing action will be better than any novelty leisure pursuit!”

Goliath is Recruited. Conversation over.



Option 1

- not 7-11 Quest

You: “I’ll take whatever’s going.”

Goliath: “Are you related to the Queen O’ DeLorean?”

You: “No.”

Goliath: “Second cousin?”

You: “No.”

Goliath: “Twice removed?”

You: “Not even that.”

Goliath: “Oh well. I can’t offer much. As you know, war’s an expensive business -”

You: “Here come the excuses .....”

Goliath: “- but I can show you the Secret Entrance to the Dwarvish Halls of Treasure .....”



If you haven’t seen the entrance yet, 

You: “Sounds promising.”



If you have seen it already,

You: “Is that the ‘Secret Entrance’ that’s advertised by a huge glowing neon sign?”

Goliath: “That’s the one.”



Goliath: “Follow me!”

GOTO “Secret Entrance” Sequence.



Option 2

You: “Just give me the shoes back.”

Goliath: “What!? And lose my newly-acquired height? Never!”

He leaves. Off screen, he opens the secret entrance and waits around there. Conversation over.



Option 3

You: “Explain to me, in simple terms, the last series of Twin Peaks.”

Goliath: “Well, once we discovered who killed Laura Palmer, the story shifted to.... (fade)”

Fade to black. Caption “Next Day....” then fade up again.

Goliath: (fading up) “...underlying duality throughout, and that sums the whole thing up really.”

You: “Now I understand. Thank you Goliath.”

Goliath: “Any time.”

Goliath leaves. Offscreen, he opens the secret entrance and waits around there. Conversation over.





Secret Entrance Sequence



This is probably a mixture of sprite action and flic cutscene.

Long shot, zooming in slowly, on Dwarves Mountain.

Narrator: “And so it came to pass that Goliath did lead Shah-Ron/Thidney by secret ways and forgotten paths to the great mountains north of Flake Town.”

Cut to entrance location, where Goliath reveals the neon sign, etc.

Narrator: “There, Goliath revealed the cunningly fashioned signs, visible only to those learned in the ways of Dwarves, and the secret entrance to the caves under the mountain, hidden beyond the wit of men.... and so on and so forth, you get the idea!”

Cut back to game. Conversation over.

Once Goliath has opened the secret entrance, he will walk round to the side cave and stay there for the rest of the game (so you can use him to get in).

If you talk to him for the first time in the side cave....



Option 1

You: “I wonder how I get into the main halls from here...”

Goliath: “Through that door.”

You: “But it’s closed, with no obvious means of opening it....”

Goliath: “Dwarves can open it.”

You: “Pity I’m not a dwarf....”

Conversation over.



Option 2

You: “How do I open that big door there?”

Goliath: “You don’t.”

You: “No?”

Goliath: “No. Only dwarves can open it.”

Conversation over.



Option 3

You: “What a pointless cave. There’s no way into the mountain from here!”

Goliath: “Shows what you know, you idiot!”

Conversation over.



If you talk to him again in the side cave, he will say one of the following...

Goliath: “No, no, you’ll figure it out eventually.”

Goliath: “No more clues - and if you don’t like it, you can try going in through the front door.”

Goliath: “Don’t ask me... work it out for yourself!”



Eventually, you will use Goliath on the hand scanner, the gold head-lock will appear and he will insert his bonce....

You: “Can you see through into the main halls from there?”



Goliath: “Gorblimey guv! I can’t see a thing, there’s a dirty great dragon in the way!”

or

Goliath: “Yeah, but there’s nobody in there.”



You: “Just as I planned! (Pause) Indeed I am powerful, as the emperor has forseen!”

Conversation over.





Responses To Greetings From New Arrivals

Goliath: “You talkin’ to me?!”

Goliath: “Come here and say that!”

Goliath: “Oi! I don’t like that kind of talk!”



�Talking to Random Elf 1 (Safari)



He’s tall, he’s got a green tint about him, and he’s a little bit effeminate, in a Gary Davis kind of way.



Conversation 1



Option 1

You: “Hello. It’s a lovely day, isn’t it?”

Safari: “Every day is a lovely day in the forest!”

You: “You elves certainly are a tree-loving folk!”

Safari: “Those allegations were never proved!”

Conversation over.



Option 2

You: “Hello. I’m Shah-Ron/Thidney. Who are you?”

Safari: “My name is Safari, but my friends call me Ralph.”

You: “I think I’ll call you Safari.”

Conversation over.



Option 3

You: (very unenthusiastic) “Just what my day needs. One of the fair Elven folk. Super.”

Safari: “It gladdens my heart that you take pleasure in my company.”

You: “Gladden this, you woodland weirdo, I don’t like elves. Keep out of my way, and we’ll get along fine, kapishe?”

Safari: “Don’t flatter yourself, I wasn’t going to hang around with you anyway. Later!”

Safari leaves. Conversation over.



Conversation 2



Option 1

You: “So, how’s it going?”

Safari: “Not bad. I read somewhere that there’s been some trouble across the mountains.”

You: “What kind of trouble?”

Safari: “Monsters in the sewer system, people being eaten, that sort of thing.”

You: “That’s bad!”

Safari: “And, I didn’t win the lottery! AGAIN!”

You: “What’s the Kingdom coming to? I don’t know.”

Conversation over.



Option 2

You: “What’s the word on the street?”

Safari: “Well, they say there’s something going on in the valley near Flake Town.”

You: “Such as?”

Safari: “Well, there’s a number of new statues down there, and we haven’t had that kind of trouble since the Gorgon left.”

You: “You think she’s back?”

Safari: “Well, let’s just say that either she’s back, or... she’s not back.”

You: “Hark unto the Elven wisdom.”

Conversation over.



Option 3

You: “You woodland wanderers are a simple folk are you not?”

Safari: “Nay, friend. We lead rich lives in the forest, listening to the voice of the trees, drinking from the river’s crystal water, and finding hours of merriment in the study of amusingly shaped pine cones.”

You: “Just as I suspected. You may resume whittling.”

Conversation over.



If you talk to Safari again, he stops you...

Safari: “The time for talk is past. Go thou onward with thy quest. I bid thee good fortune.”

Safari: “You must leave this place, for lo! I will pass gas very soon now!”

Safari: “Don’t speak! Just listen to the voice of the forest!”



If you give the woollen underthings to Safari, he will respond.....

Safari: “Woollen underthings! Wool! I have never seen or heard tell of any so fair. Is this the garment that Grandalf spoke of? Then he undervalued it. But it is well given!”

You: “What are you talking about?”

Safari: “Pray forgive me, the magnitude of your gift caused my mind to wander, but I’m much better now!”

You: “I’ll take your word for it.”

Safari: “And now I must go, to try these on. Take this ElvenKings Gift Voucher in with my grateful thanks. Farewell!”

He gives you the Gift Voucher, then leaves. Conversation over.



Standard Greetings Upon Arrival

Safari: “Lo! It is I!”

Safari: “On behalf of all the elves who can’t be here on this great occasion... hello!”

Safari: “I have come here to chew bubblegum and kill orcs. And I’m all out of bubblegum!”



Responses To Greetings From New Arrivals

Safari: “What are you wearing?!”

Safari: “Oh dear, there goes the neighbourhood!”

Safari: “I thought I told you never to come here! Some folk never listen!”



�Talking to Random Elf 2 (Eden)



Like Safari, he’s also tall, got a green tint about him, and a little bit effeminate, in an equally Gary Davis kind of way.



Conversation 1



Option 1

You: “Hi. It’s a lovely day, isn’t it?”

Eden: “I live in the forest, I have no debts whatsoever, and I’m incredibly well-endowed. Every day is a lovely day!”

You: “I dislike you enormously!”

Eden: “It makes no difference to me.”

Conversation over.



Option 2

You: “Greetings. I’m Shah-Ron/Thidney. Who might you be?”

Eden: “My name is Eden.”

You: “Like the garden?”

Eden: “Yeah, and I’ve heard all the associated jokes about a million times so save your breath.”

Conversation over.



Option 3

You: (very unenthusiastic) “Joy unsurpassed. A real live elf. Oh happy day.”

Eden: “Thou art not overly pleased to see me, I perceive!”

You: (sarcastic) “Such magic! You know my thoughts before I even think them!”

Eden: “There’s no need for us to quarrel.”

You: “You’re right. Go away, and we’ll all be happy.”

Eden: “If that’s the way you feel...”

Eden leaves. Conversation over.



Conversation 2



Option 1

You: “So, how’s it going?”

Eden: “I heard tell that the ferry near Rivendull was out of order. A friend of mine tried to use it the other week, and the crank handle mechanism was missing!”

You: “You think it’s vandalism?”

Eden: “No, I think it’s post-modernism. Of course it’s vandalism! It’s probably the same people who trashed that car on the East Road... young tearaways, I blame the parents.”

You: “No! Almost all of society’s problems can be traced back to not playing enough computer games.”

Eden: “Really?!”

You: “Absolutely true! Look at this recent report....”

Cut to picture of psychotic person, snarling at the camera, punching themselves in the head, etc.

Voiceover: “This is an ordinary person who doesn’t play computer games...”

Cut to picture of same person, dressed more sensibly, smiling at the camera in serene contentment.

Voiceover: “And this is the same person, after playing computer games for a few weeks...”

Cut to pack shots of Kingdom O' Magic and XS.

Voiceover: “Do you want to be a better person? Do you want to play computer games? Then why not start today with XS and Kingdom O' Magic from SCi... available from all good stores! (Pause, then fast) Remember, jumping off tall buildings can be hazardous to your health. Your home may be at risk if you do not lock your door at night. Consult your physician before dying.”

Cut back to conversation.

Eden: “I see the truth of it!”

Conversation over.



Option 2

You: “What’s the word on the street?”

Eden: “Well, they do say there’s a new game taking Minar Tragedy by storm....”

You: “New game? Do tell...”

Eden: “Well, I hear that a mechanical amusement has been installed in the Jolly Mantrap. Great fun, by all accounts, but watch out for the fellow operating it....”

Conversation over.



Option 3

You: “Leave this place, before I punch your lights out!”

Eden: “What troubles thee? For thou soundeth upset...”

You: “You trouble me! Just you, and your smug contentment, and your inner peace, and your pine fresh smell!”

Eden: “I know when I’m surplus to requirements. Farewell forever!”

He leaves the location and leaves the game!

Conversation over.



If you talk to Eden again, he stops you...

Eden: “There is no time for idle banter. Even now, the shadow of evil rises out of the east and threatens life as we know it. Lo! For there have been signs and portents aplenty. Only yesterday, a clock struck twelve times, the sun set in the west, and a cat gave birth to kittens! These are indeed dark times! Haste away on thy quest before it is too late!”

Eden: “Do not trouble me now!”

Eden: “Thy quest is too important to waste time talking. Go thou onward, facing danger, peril and certain doom. Goodbye, fair adventurer, or should I say ‘until we meet again’.... no, I think goodbye sums it up quite well.”



If you give the woollen underthings to Eden, he will respond.....

Eden: “Woollen underthings! Wool! I have never seen or heard tell of any so fair. Is this the garment that Grandalf spoke of? Then he undervalued it. But it is well given!”

You: “What are you talking about?”

Eden: “Pray forgive me, the magnitude of your gift caused my mind to wander, but I’m much better now!”

You: “I’ll take your word for it.”

Eden: “And now I must go, to try these on. Take this ElvenKings Gift Voucher in with my grateful thanks. Farewell!”

He gives you the Gift Voucher, then leaves. Conversation over.



Standard Greetings Upon Arrival

Eden: “Lo! I am Eden, beloved of the elves, and I have lost a contact lens! Everybody be careful where you tread!”

Eden: “Behold, I am one of the wondrous Elven folk. Go about thy business and be not afraid!”

Eden: “Did anyone here order a pizza? There’s a delivery guy back there with a Pepperoni Special that’s getting cold!”



Responses To Greetings From New Arrivals

Eden: “Ah yes, that reminds me of a sad song that we do not sing anymore.... alas, that we forgot the words!”

Eden: “I am Eden, beloved of the elves, and I bid thee come back later.”

Eden: “Come back to me later, when we can be alone!”



�Talking to Random Elf 3 (Eternity)



Like Safari, he’s also tall, got a green tint about him, and a little bit effeminate, in an equally Gary Davis kind of way. But he’s much less talkative!



Any attempts to talk to Eternity will result in Eternity saying one of the following...

Eternity: “Go away. I have nothing to say to thee!”

Eternity: “Go speak unto my brothers, Safari and Eden, if meaningless conversation is what thou desireth!”

Eternity: “No comment.”

Eternity: “Go thou unto Rivendull. There thou canst annoy my good friend Paris. He is a more talkative elf than I.”

Eternity: “Take a hint and take a hike, oh annoyer of elves!”



If you give the woollen underthings to Eden, he will respond.....

Eternity: “Woollen underthings. Great. Here, take this Elvenkings Gift Voucher and trouble me NO MORE!”

He gives you the Gift Voucher, then leaves. Conversation over.



Responses To Greetings From New Arrivals

Eternity: “Go away.”

Eternity: “Get out of my face.”

Eternity: “Shut up and leave me alone.”



�Talking to Random Elf 4 (Paris)



Unlike the other random elves who wander around DeLorean and Backwood, Paris has been invited to Don Elrondo’s daughter’s wedding. He may have had a little too much to drink....



Conversation 1



Option 1

- if you haven’t yet spoken to Don Elrondo...

You: “Hi. How’s it going?”

Paris: “Verily, I’m not sure. Of one thing am I certain, and that is that the Don knows how to have a great party!”

You: “The Don?”

Paris: “Don Elrondo. The Godfather of all elves!”

You: “Not an easy man to see.... I guess.”

Paris: “You have come at the time of his daughter’s wedding, but he might see you.”

Conversation over.



Option 1

- if you have met Don Elrondo

You: “That Don Elrondo knows how to have a party!”

Paris: “You speak the truth!”

You: “As often as I can, except to census takers and on credit application forms.”

Paris: “Good for you.”

Conversation over.



Option 2

You: “Hello. I don’t believe we’ve been introduced....”

Paris: “Yes, I would certainly have remembered you!”

You: “I’m glad we were able to clear that up.”

Paris: “It’ll probably save a great deal of confusion later on.”

You: “Right then.”

Paris: “We must do this again sometime.”

You: “Absolutely!”

Paris: “But not soon, though.”

You: “No.”

Paris: “Until we speak again, then.”

You: “Later.”

Conversation over.



Option 3

You: “Oh great! An inebriated elf! Just what my quest needs!”

Paris: “I know what you’re thinking. You think I’ve had too much to drink...”

You: “No, whatever gave you that idea?”

Paris: “I just want you to know that.... um.... I can’t remember what it was, but that’s what I wanted you to know.”

You: “Thank you for that. And now you must be going.”

Paris: “Must I?”

You: “Yes, you don’t want to be late now, do you?”

Paris: “I guess not.... see you later on then...”

Paris leaves. Conversation over.



If you attempt to talk to Paris again, he will say one of the following...

Paris: “Shh! Got to tell you... You’re my best friend, you are!”

Paris: “Don’t say another word, I understand you perfectly!”

Paris: “Hold on, hold on! The party seems to have died down a bit... where did everybody go?”



If you try to give the woollen underthings to Paris....

You give the woollen underthings to Paris.

Paris: “Woollen underthings? Not my style, but you might try one of the wood elves in DeLorean or Backwood. They seem to have a thing for warm underwear, albeit usually in hessian....”

He returns the woollen underthings to you.

Conversation over.



Standard Greetings Upon Arrival

Paris: “Cheers, everybody!”

Paris: “My name is Paris and I am on a special quest.... for more beer!”

Paris: “Hello everybody <BELCH>!”



Responses To Greetings From New Arrivals

Paris: “Bottoms up!”

Paris: “I’ll drink to that!”

Paris: “Here’s to you!”



�Talking to Innkeeper 1



Your standard friendly barkeep, modelled on Dave (the barman from ‘Minder’).

His belly spills over his belt in a reassuring fashion.



If you enter the tavern with less than 2 gold pieces, you will be greeted with the following....

Innkeeper 1: “Hey, green-guy/doll-face, I can tell by the way you move that you haven’t enough gold to come in here. Now get out, before I tell you to get out again!”

You find yourself back outside! Conversation over.



If at any time, you find yourself with less than 2 gold pieces in the tavern....

Innkeeper 1: “All right, I think it’s time for you to leave.”

You: “But why?”

Innkeeper 1: “If you spend any more money you’ll be heading into the credit zone, and the credit zone’s outside. Alternatively, if you intend to spend no more money, you can spend that outside as well. The choice is yours.”

You: “I’ll be back!”

Innkeeper 1: “I look forward to meeting your new-found riches... when you find them!”

You find yourself outside! Conversation over.



Conversation 1



Option 1

You: “Tell me about Edam.”

Innkeeper 1: “It’s a cheesy little tourist town on the western edge of the game.”

You: “I can’t imagine why tourists come. There’s nothing here except this inn of yours.”

Innkeeper 1: “Which must be why I get so much business. Look at the Visitors’ Book, it’s brimming with signatures!”

He gives you the Visitors’ Book.

You: “Do you want me to sign it?”

Innkeeper 1: “Are you famous?”

You: “Not yet. I will be when I’ve completed my Quest. I’ll be a Hero of Heroes, songs will be sung about my exploits and streets will be named after me.”

Innkeeper 1: “Better sign the book then.”

You sign the book (and see the Queen and Big Jim’s entry).

Innkeeper 1: “Shah-Ron/Thidney! Not the Shah-Ron/Thidney?!”

You: “The very same. You’ve heard of me?”

Innkeeper 1: “No. Just practising.”

The Visitors’ Book is now yours to take as evidence. Conversation over.



Option 2

You: “Your gut is a good commercial for your beer. I’ll buy one.”

Innkeeper 1: “Stomachs like these aren’t for sale. It takes years of hard-drinking and slothfulness to acquire.”

You: “I’ll buy a beer.”

Innkeeper 1: “Good start.”

He sells you a beer for 1gp. Conversation over.



Option 3

You: “I’d like lodging for the night.”

Innkeeper 1: “Certainly! One gold piece for a room.”

You pay 1gp.

Innkeeper 1: “But you’ll have to share.”

You: “What? Why didn’t you tell me that before I paid?”

Innkeeper 1: “You wouldn’t have paid.”

You: “I might.” (Short pause.) “Who do I have to share with?”

Innkeeper 1: “Not who. What. It’s a cat.”

You: “I don’t want to sleep with an animal.”

Innkeeper 1: “That’s what the Queen O’ DeLorean said when she stayed here last week. But you should have seen who she came in with.”

You: “I’m not interested in salacious gossip.”

Innkeeper 1: “Oh?”

You: “Well, I am. But not now, I’m tired. Show me to my room. A little pussy doesn’t bother me.”

Innkeeper 1: “Up the stairs, door at the end of the hall. Be sure to sleep with your clothes on.”

You now have access to the bedroom. Conversation over.



If you didn’t select Option 1 (above), the Visitors’ Book will have appeared on the bar when you return.



Conversation 2



Option 1

You: “Tell me, barkeep, why is Edam under shadow of perpetual night?”

Innkeeper 1: “No idea. But it suits me.”

You: “Why’s that?”

Innkeeper 1: “Perpetual night means perpetual social drinking and lenient liquor laws.”

Conversation over.



Option 2

You: “Sell me a glass of intoxicant.”�Innkeeper 1: “Don’t give me your fancy words. Give me a gold piece.”

You give him 1gp, he gives you a beer. You drink.

Innkeeper 1: “Now try to say it.”

You: “Intoshky - Inkshocant - Ishtocksy - Intokashant.”

Innkeeper 1: “That’ll teach you. Now say ‘beer’.”

You: “Beer.”

Innkeeper 1: “Coming right up. That’ll be one gold piece please.”

You: “Oh. All right then...”

He gives you another beer. You pay up and drink up.

Conversation over.



Option 3

You: “It’s bedtime.”

Innkeeper 1: “In Edam, it’s always bedtime. That’s why there’s so much extra-marital activity... one gold piece please.”

You: “For extra-marital activity!?”

Innkeeper 1: “You’ll have to make your own arrangements on that score. One gold piece for an empty bed.”

You pay 1gp and have access to the bedroom. Conversation over.



Subsequent conversations take this form .....



Option 1

You: “Give me gossip.”



Innkeeper 1 replies with one of these (deleted as they are used), in this order:



Innkeeper 1: “The Dark Lord used to drink here every night but now I hear he’s given up alcohol and adopted genocide as his chosen vice. It’s probably for the best; drinking too much can be anti-social.”



Innkeeper 1: “You know that Terrence? Weird magical bloke with the pointy hat? He’s come around here a few times and tried to make friends with our cat. Nasty outcome. Just shows you, you can have all the spellcasting powers in the world but it won’t help you stroke something that doesn’t want to be stroked.”



Innkeeper 1: “I hear that the guards of Edam Town were caught sleeping on the job. Now we’ll have all kinds of riff-raff coming in here....”



Innkeeper 1: “Now you might accuse me of trying to discredit my competitors with outright lies, but word is that the innkeeper in Flake Town rubs dirt into his customers’ sheets.”

You: “Ugh! That can’t be true.”

Innkeeper 1: “Okay, it’s not true. I am trying to discredit my competitors with outright lies.”



Innkeeper 1: “Now you might accuse me of trying to discredit my competitors with outright lies, but word is that the innkeeper in Moronica urinates into his customers’ beer -”

You: “Ugh! That can’t be true.”

Innkeeper 1: “Okay, it’s not true. I am trying to discredit my competitors with outright lies.”



Innkeeper 1: “Now you might accuse me of trying to discredit my competitors with outright lies, but word is that the innkeeper in Minar Tragedy kills his customers while they’re sleeping in their beds and sells their remains for medical experimentation.”

You: “Ugh! That can’t be true.”

Innkeeper 1: “Okay, it’s not true. I am trying to discredit my competitors with outright lies.”



Innkeeper 1: “Now you might accuse me of trying to discredit my competitors with outright lies, but word is that the innkeeper in Edam makes up outrageous falsehoods about his fellow innkeepers.”

You: “But you’re the innkeeper in Edam!”

Innkeeper 1: (Pause.) “Aghk! My vicious slur campaign has backfired!”



Innkeeper 1: “Discretion is the word from now on.”



Innkeeper 1: “Discretion.”



Option 2

You: “In heaven there is no beer.”

Innkeeper 1: “That’s why we drink it here.”

You buy beer for 1gp. Conversation over.



Option 3

You: “Lodging, please.”

You pay 1gp.

Innkeeper 1: “Up the stairs, door at the end of the hall. You know the procedure.”

Conversation over.



Responses To Unsuccessful Spells

Innkeeper 1: “Wha... oh no! Oh NO! OH N... oh well....”

Innkeeper 1: “Gas... that reminds me, I think I’ll need to change that cask of Olde Ringburners Thrustbrew, I doesn’t taste quite right...”



Responses To Greetings From New Arrivals

Innkeeper 1: “I don’t want any trouble!”

Innkeeper 1: “Good evening.”

Innkeeper 1: “Just you behave yourself. We’re still repairing the rest-rooms from the last time you were in here!”





�Talking to Innkeeper 2 (the Jolly Mutant)



This fellow is identical in appearance to the other three innkeepers, but for.... well, he’s got a third hand sticking out from his forehead. It doesn’t make him a bad person, though!

When he’s not talking to you, he keeps himself occupied with variations on the usual innkeeperly activities : wiping the bar, cleaning glasses, counting money in the till and picking his nose. His extra appendages enable him to perform these duties in alarming combinations.



Conversation 1



Option 1

You: “Nice weather we’re having.”

Innkeeper 2: “Yes. Nice weather.... Boring conversation.”

He resumes his work. Conversation over.



Option 2

You: “May I buy your services, my good man?”

Innkeeper 2: “I ain’t your good man, but I offer two services - beer and lodging. Which will it be?”



Option 2.1

You: “Give me a beer.”

Innkeeper 2: (abruptly) “No!” (Short pause.) “I’ll sell you a beer.”

He takes a glass from a shelf with his forehead-hand and pulls a pint.

Innkeeper 2: “That’ll be one gold piece.”

His forehead-hand raises one finger to indicate the price. You pay and you have your beer (which is refreshing to the tune of one hit-point).

Conversation over.



Option 2.2

You: “A room for the night, please.”

Innkeeper 2: “Certainly! For one gold piece, you get the luxury suite.”

His forehead-hand holds up one finger. You pay one gp. You get the ‘luxury suite’, which is rather shabby and markedly unluxurious. Conversation over.



Option 2.3

You: “Haven’t you got anything else for sale?”

Innkeeper 2: “Of course not! This isn’t your local convenience store!”

Conversation over.



Option 3

You: “So you’re the Jolly Mutant, are you?”

Innkeeper 2: (looking around him) “What!? Where?”

You: “Jolly Mutant. Right here. I figured maybe you named the establishment after yourself. I mean, you’re obviously a mutant. Let’s see you being jolly.”

Innkeeper 2: (flatly) “Ha. Ha. Ha...... Ha.”

You: “Hmm, that wasn’t very jolly, was it? I’m sure you can do better.”

Innkeeper 2: “I ain’t bustin’ a gut just for you. I only make the effort for a coachload of tourists.”

Conversation over.



Conversation 2



Option 1

You: “Nice weather we’re having.”

Innkeeper 2: “Is it really?” (resentfully) “Nice weather you’re having, maybe. But me, I’m stuck behind this bar all day and night, serving bums and drunks and riff-raff like you. I ain’t seen nice weather since I took over this joint. Ain’t seen no nasty weather, neither. So don’t talk to me about the weather!” (Short pause, then politely) “Do you want to buy something?”



Option 1.1

You: “What have you got for sale?”

Innkeeper 2: “A splendid range of affordable, quality products!” (Short pause.) “Beer or a bed.”

Continues after 2



Option 1.2

You: “No thank you.”

Innkeeper 2: “Get the hell out of my Inn! Go git! There’s the door, now use it!”

His forehead-hand points to the front door.

You: “That’s rather rude. I was polite in my refusal, the least I might expect in exchange is some common courtesy.”

Innkeeper 2: “It’s not that kind of Inn. We don’t hold on ceremony here. Not when the punters aren’t paying. Git!”

You: “You’re not at all jolly! You’re a jolly-free soda of a man.”

Innkeeper 2: “Yeah. And tell your friends.”

Conversation over.



Option 1.3

You: “Let’s talk about cloud formations.”

Innkeeper 2: (stiffly) “What about them?”

You: “Isn’t it fascinating how billowing clouds of partially-condensed water vapour, while obeying near-random laws of chaos, can seem to the eye to form meaningful shapes? Often I’ve stared at the scudding clouds on a clear day, letting my mind wander.... sometimes they seem to resemble people I know, or places I’ve been, or animals I’ve....”

Innkeeper 2: “I know what you mean. Once I saw a cloud that looked like an irritating customer sprawled on the floor, reeling from an unexpected punch.”�You: “Of course, what we’re really seeing are not inherent qualities of the clouds themselves, but projections from our own unconscious, extracted from our memories or fantasies -”

Innkeeper 2 delivers an unexpected punch. You sprawl.

Innkeeper 2: “Yes, that’s how it looked.”

Conversation over.



Option 2

You: “Sell me something.”

Innkeeper 2: “Certainly sir/madam.” (The thumb of his forehead-hand is raised in a friendly thumbs-up gesture.) “Would you like a beer or a bed for the night?”



Option 2.1

You: “Beer.”

Innkeeper 2: “Beer you are.”

He gives you a beer, his forehead-hand holds up one finger, and you pay him 1gp.

Conversation over.



Option 2.2

You: “Bed.“

Innkeeper 2: “Better bed than dead, eh?”

You are shown to your room and pay 1gp. Conversation over.



Option 2.3

You: “Neither.”

Innkeeper 2: (sarcastic) “Great! With customers like you, who needs customers?!”

You: “Er... yeah, right.”

Conversation over.



Option 3

You: “You’ve got a hand protruding from your head.”

Innkeeper 2: “You’re mightily perceptive, I’ll give you that. But you think I don’t know already? It’s as plain as the nose on my face.”

You: “Perhaps even plainer....”

Conversation over.



Conversation 3



Option 1

You: “Nice weather we’re having.”

Innkeeper 2: “If you’re so obsessed with the climate, go outside and enjoy it.”

He points to the exit. Conversation over.



Option 2

You: “Serve me now!”

Innkeeper 2: “Alright, alright, keep your armour on. What do you want?”



Option 2.1

You: “A glass of refreshing beer.”

Innkeeper 2: “Here’s your beer.”

He gives it to you. 

Innkeeper 2: “I can’t testify as to its refreshing qualities. Most folk drink it for the opposite effect. Pay me first!”

You: “Don’t you trust me to pay you after I’ve drunk it?”

Innkeeper 2: “I wouldn’t trust anyone to remember their own name after a glass of this potent brew.”

You pay. You drink. You stagger humorously out of the Inn. Conversation over.



Option 2.2

You: “A room in which to rest.”

Innkeeper 2: “I’ll rent you a room. Pay me one gold piece, I don’t care what you do in there.”

You pay and take your room. Conversation over.



Option 2.3

You: “Don’t you provide any kind of entertainment?”�Innkeeper 2: “This isn’t a circus.”

You: “You could have fooled me. You look like you belong in one.”

He punches you with his head-fist. Conversation over.



Option 3

You: “All right, you! Keep your hands where I can see them!”

Innkeeper 2: “Your wish is my command.”

He punches you with his head-fist.

Conversation over.



Conversation 4



Option 1

You: “Nice weather we’re having.”

Innkeeper 2: “Maybe, but there’s some cloud coming...”

You: “Where?”

He attacks you, with full comedy cloud graphics!

Conversation over.



Option 2

You: “I’d like to pay for some of your excellent hospitality.”

Innkeeper 2: “I can’t offer you any of that.”

You: “Whyever not?”

Innkeeper 2: “I’ve only got my usual sub-standard hospitality. Flat beer or a lumpy mattress. Take your pick.”



Option 2.1

You: “Flat beer, please.”

Innkeeper 2: “One gold piece.”

His forehead-hand holds up a single finger, as usual. You give him 1gp, he gives you a beer.

Innkeeper 2: “For another gold piece, I could add a little fizz to your drink.”

You: “That’s extortionate! Double the price for a few poxy bubbles?”

Innkeeper 2: “They may be a ‘few poxy bubbles’ to you, but my employees go to great effort to manufacture those gaseous miracles.”

You: “I have no desire to continue any conversation that includes the phrase ‘gaseous miracles’.”

You drink your (flat) beer. Conversation over.



Option 2.2

You: “Lumpy mattress, please.”

Innkeeper 2: “That’ll be one gold piece.”

You: “For a lumpy mattress? I guess this must be the economy option. Tell me, what do I get for two gold pieces?”

Innkeeper 2: “Two lumpy mattresses!”

You: “Ah!”

Innkeeper 2: “The bulk discount doesn’t kick in until you order ten lumpy mattresses.”

You: “Ten lumpy mattresses?!”

Innkeeper 2: “But we’ve only got three, so the full price applies.”

You: “I’ll just take the one then.”

Innkeeper 2: “A wise decision.”

You pay 1gp and are shown to your room.

Conversation over.



Option 2.3

You: “I’d prefer a flat mattress.”

Innkeeper 2: “Hmmm, it could be done ..... if I take the lumps out of the mattress and put them in the beer ..... you’d have a flat mattress and lumpy beer.”

You: “Er, no thanks.”

Conversation over.



Option 3

You: “Were you born like that or is cosmetic surgery to blame?”

Innkeeper 2: “You’re no oil painting yourself!”

You: “Compared to you, I’m the peak of perfection.”

Innkeeper 2: “Peak of the Freaks, more like! You haven’t even got any hands or feet on your face! You’re sub-normal!”

You: “You don’t mingle much socially, do you?”�Innkeeper 2: “Not with mutants like you!”

Conversation over.



If you enter the Inn carrying the ‘Do Not Ask For Credit As a Punch in the Mouth Often Offends’ sign and you have not yet spoken to this Innkeeper, he will say:

Innkeeper 2: “Ah, another customer coming in off the street, expecting free credit, I bet! You’re all the same, you no-good freeloaders!”



If you enter carrying the sign and you have spoken to this Innkeeper before but not yet paid him for anything, he says:

Innkeeper 2: “Here s/he is again, walking in with no money to spend!”



If you enter carrying the sign and you have previously purchased beer or lodging, he says:

Innkeeper 2: “Ah, one of my good customers! you’re not like the others, you don’t want something-for-nothing.”



Any of the above three greetings initiates the following conversation .....



Option 1

You: “Look at this sarcastic sign ..... I think it suits your temperament.”

You show him the sign. He accepts it gratefully and hangs it above the bar, laughing.

Innkeeper 2: “It’s true, you know! A punch in the mouth does often offend!”

He punches you in the mouth. You stagger, dazed.

Innkeeper 2: (laughing) “Offensive, isn’t it?”

He laughs, then gives you his lighter.

Innkeeper 2: “Be careful. You could do some damage with that! Many an unwary customer has asked for a light and lost their eyebrows into the bargain!”

Conversation over.



Option 2

You: “I’ve got something that’ll keep undesirable customers away. If your grotesque appearance isn’t enough.”

Innkeeper 2: “What is it? A stink bomb?”

You: “No.”

Innkeeper 2: “A siren?”

You: “No.”

Innkeeper 2: “A wax effigy of Newt Gingrich?”

You: “No, no.”

You produce the sign.

Innkeeper 2: “Perfect!” (His forehead-hand makes a loop with thumb and forefinger.) “Would you like something in return?”



Option 2.1

You: “Whatever you want to give.”

Innkeeper 2: “I’m a businessman, I don’t want to give anything.”

You: “Oh well.”

Innkeeper 2: “You can have this lighter, though.”

He gives it to you.

Innkeeper 2: “It’s faulty, prone to explode.”

You: “Very generous of you.”

Innkeeper 2: “Was it? Unintentionally generous, I assure you.”

Conversation over.



Option 2.2

You: “A beer.”

He gives you a beer. You drink.

You: “Ah, a free beer always tastes better than a bought one.”

Innkeeper scowls then punches you.

You: “What was that for?”

Innkeeper 2: “Unprovoked violence always feels better when it’s unjustified.”

When you return to the location, the lighter will be on the bar for you to pick up. Conversation over.



Option 2.3

You: “Can I stay the night?”

Innkeeper 2: “I’m grateful, but not that grateful!”

You: “I only want to sleep.”

Innkeeper 2: “Alone?”

You: “Alone.”

Innkeeper 2: “Then you’re welcome. You can have the best room in the place.”

He takes you to the ‘best room’, where you sleep.

When you return to the bar, the lighter will be there for you to pick up.

Conversation over.



Option 3

You: “May I have some credit, please?”

Innkeeper punches you. He takes the sign off you and hangs it behind the bar. The lighter will be on the bar for you to take should you ever re-enter this location. Conversation over.



If, in the course of any of the conversations, you ask for beer or lodging and you don’t have any money to pay for them, the Innkeeper will simply punch you (with his forehead-hand, naturally).



Responses To Unsuccessful Spells

Innkeeper 2: “That spell doesn’t work on me... I’ll let you in on my secret... I’m not like other innkeepers!”

Innkeeper 2: “You know what? I think I’ve left the gas on at home... it’s a good job I took out an insurance policy with the Kingdom Mutual Insurance Company. They explained exactly the right policy for me, and now I have complete peace of mind. Yes, that’s right, complete peace of mind, at a price that’s less than you might think! Call them today, before something really bad happens to you!”



Responses To Greetings From New Arrivals

Innkeeper 2: “I thought I told you not to come in here any more!”

Innkeeper 2: “Another non-alcoholic! What’s this place coming to?!”

Innkeeper 2: “I’m warning you, any more broken furniture and you’re banned until the end of time!”





�Talking to Innkeeper 3



Looks the same as Innkeepers 1 & 4. Rather dour and uninterested, he’s a man of few words, like Conrad the Barbarian.

But unlike Conrad, this Innkeeper is sharp in his replies. His motivation for brevity is speed rather than stupidity - His tone suggests that he can’t wait to be rid of you.



Any attempts to engage the innkeeper in conversation when you haven’t got at least two gold coins, will result in the following dialogue....

Innkeeper 3: “You!”

You: “Yes? Me?”

Innkeeper 3: “Out!”

You: “Me? Out?”

Innkeeper 3: “Yes!”

You: “Why?”

Innkeeper 3: “Gold!”

You: “Gold? I’m sorry, I don’t have a lot of gold.... ah, that’s why you want me to leave?”

Innkeeper 3: “Right!”

You: “I see. Well, I’ll just go and get some money, shall I?”

Innkeeper 3: “Yes.”

You: “Fine...”

You find yourself outside the tavern...

Conversation over.



Conversation 1



Option 1

You: “Hello.”

Innkeeper 3: “Hello.”

Conversation over.



Option 2

You: “A drink, please.”

Innkeeper 3: “Here.”

He gives you beer and you give 1gp.

Conversation over.



Option 3

You: “I’d like a bed for the night.”

Innkeeper 3: “Bed?”

You: “A repository for my weary self, to lay upon and sleep, perchance to dream ..... do you have a bed I could rent?”

Innkeeper 3: “Yes.”

You pay and are led to a guest-room. Conversation over.



Conversation 2



Option 1

You: “You’ve got a fine hostelry here.”

Innkeeper 3: “Yes.”

You: “You keep it lovely and clean.”

Innkeeper 3: “Yes.”

You: “Spick and span.”

Innkeeper 3: “Yes.”

You: “And the furnishings are tremendous. Did you choose them yourself?”

Innkeeper 3: “Yes.”

You: “You don’t want to talk to me, do you?”

Innkeeper 3: “No.”

Conversation over.



Option 2

You: “I’ll have a beer.”

Innkeeper 3: “One.”

You: “Yes. One beer please.”

Innkeeper 3: “One.”

You: “Yes, just the one.”

Innkeeper 3: “Gold.”

You: “Yes, I’ll pay you in gold.”

Innkeeper 3: “One.”

You: “For one beer, yes.”

Innkeeper 3: “Gold.”

You: “Yes.”

Innkeeper 3: “Piece.”

You: “One gold piece?”

Innkeeper 3: “Yes.”

You give him 1gp and he gives you a beer.

You: (quietly, to yourself) “Phew! That was hard work.”

Conversation over.



Option 3

You: “A bed.”

Innkeeper 3: “Please?”

You: “A bed, please.”

Innkeeper 3: “Pay.”

You pay 1gp.

You: “You’re a bundle o’ laughs, aren’t you?”

Innkeeper 3: “No.”

You are shown to your room and you sleep restfully. Conversation over.



Conversation 3



Option 1

You: “A beer, innkeep, and none of your frivolous banter!”

Innkeeper 3: “What?”

You: “Give me a beer and don’t go bending my ear with your incessant chat.”

Innkeeper 3: “Sure.”

You get a beer and you pay 1gp.

You: “Hey, less of that smalltalk!”

Innkeeper 3: “What?”

You: (sighing) “My wit’s wasted on you, isn’t it?”

Innkeeper 3: “Yes.”

Conversation over.



Option 2

You: “I’d like somewhere to sleep.”

Innkeeper 3: “Bed?”

You: “That’ll do, I suppose. If you haven’t got a filthy patch of floorboards I could sleep on.”

Innkeeper 3: “Floor?”

You: “I was trying to extract humour from this dour exchange.”

Innkeeper 3: (Pause.) “Joke?”

You: “Yes. A joke.”

Innkeeper 3: “Ha!” (Pause.)

You: (wearily) “Show me the bed.”

You pay 1gp and get a room for the night. Conversation over.



Option 3

You: “Do you always speak exclusively in monosyllables?”

Innkeeper 3: “Yes.”

You: “Are there no occasions when you find such a taciturn method of communication inadequate for your needs?”

Innkeeper 3: “No.”

You: “Fair enough.”

Conversation over.



Conversation 4



Option 1

You: “Beer, please.”

Innkeeper 3: “Yes.”

You pay 1gp and get a beer. You drink it.

You: “I don’t know why I frequent your establishment. It can’t be the beer, it’s warm and weak as water. It must be your sparkling repartee that keeps me coming back for more.”

Innkeeper 3: “Oh?”

You: “Or some other reason.”

Conversation over.



Option 2

You: “A bed, please.”

You pay 1gp.

Innkeeper 3: “Okay.”

You: “Thankyou. I know that if you weren’t so conversationally-challenged, you’d say ‘Sleep well and wake refreshed’.”

Innkeeper 3: “No.”

You: “You really want to wish me a good night’s sleep, don’t you?”

Innkeeper 3: “No.”

You go to your room. You sleep. Conversation over.



Option 3

You: “It’s quite refreshing to talk to you.”

Innkeeper 3: “Oh?”

You: “Most other people in the Kingdom have got too much to say.”

Innkeeper 3: “Yeah?”

You: “Oh yes, they’re real chatterboxes, the lot of them. But you, you’re different. You don’t say anything that isn’t absolutely necessary.”

Innkeeper 3: “And?”

You: “And nothing, really. That’s just something I admire in a person, the ability to use language with the utmost efficiency and economy, cutting the crap, speaking only when you’ve got something important to say, knowing when it’s time to keep your mouth closed, recognising the right moment to shut up and ..... er .....”

Conversation over.



Conversation 5



Option 1

You: “A beer.”

Innkeeper 3: “Okay.”

He gives you a beer and you pay 1gp.

You: “Didn’t you just say ‘Okay’?”

Innkeeper 3: “Maybe.”

You: “You did it again!”

Innkeeper 3: “Did what?”

You: “And again!”

Innkeeper 3: “Again?”

You: “You’re now talking in words or phrases of two syllables, whereas before you spoke in single syllables.”

Innkeeper 3: “Big deal.”

You: “That’s a 100% increase in verbosity! You’re becoming a real chatterbox! D’you think if I go away and come back you’ll be conversing in full multi-clause sentences?”

Innkeeper 3: “Doubt it.”

You: “You might!”

Innkeeper 3: “Shut up.”

You: “You never know what the future holds -”

Innkeeper 3: “Drink beer.”

You drink your beer. Conversation over.



Option 2

You: “A bed.”

Innkeeper 3: “A bed.”

You: “Yes please.”

Innkeeper 3: “For you?”

You: “Me and no other.”

Innkeeper 3: “Pay now.”

You pay 1gp.

You: “You’re putting more effort into your conversation. That’s good to see.”

Innkeeper 3: “Won’t last.”

You: “That would be too much to ask.”

You sleep and wake next morning. Conversation over.



Option 3

You: “Tell me a bit about yourself.”

Innkeeper 3: “Like what?”

You: “Like, how long have you been working here? Do you have a family, a wife? children? friends? Do you have any cruel or interesting hobbies? What d’you think of recent changes in the Dow Jones index?”

Innkeeper 3: “No.”

You: “‘No’ doesn’t answer all of my inquiries.”

Innkeeper 3: “By all the powers of bars and breweries, just give me your business and don’t talk so damn much! This ain’t a chat-line service and I ain’t your bloody psychiatrist! You’re a customer and I’m an innkeeper, that’s the extent of our relationship!” (Pause.)

You: (shocked) “That’s the most I’ve ever heard you say!”

Innkeeper 3: “And it’s the last.”

Conversation over.



Thereafter, your conversations with Innkeeper 3 will go like this .....



Option 1

You: “Beer.“

Innkeeper 3 gives you beer and you pay. Conversation over.



Option 2

You: “Bed.”

You pay and are shown to your room. Conversation over.



Option 3

You: “Nothing.”

Innkeeper gives you nothing, and says nothing. Conversation over.









�Talking to Innkeeper 4



He’s Mr. Depressed.



If you try to talk to him with less that 2 gold coins in your possession, the following will happen...

Innkeeper 4: “Hey! You with the severe fiscal deficit! Get out, and don’t come back..... until you’ve got more money!”

You find yourself outside.

Conversation over.



Conversation 1



Option 1

You: “Let’s chat pointlessly.”

Innkeeper 4: “No.”

You: “Why not?”

Innkeeper 4: “There’s no point.”

You: “Precisely!”

Innkeeper 4: (muttering to himself) “I should have listened when they told me to open a bistro or a wine-bar. A better class of clientele, they said. Set yourself up as an innkeeper and all you’ll get are customers wanting to talk crap. Dear me, will I never learn?”

Conversation over.



Option 2

You: “I’d like a beer.”

Innkeeper 4: “You’d like a beer? I might have guessed. In you come, sauntering up to the bar and you’d ‘like a beer’. That’s all you want from me, you and all the other customers. If it’s not beer, it’s lodging. Or pointless chat.”

You: “You’re an innkeeper. That’s why you exist.”

Innkeeper 4: “It’s an existential nightmare!”

You: “What is?”

Innkeeper 4: “All of it! Me, you, this bar, the Kingdom - I can’t handle it!”

You: “Sell me a beer before your breakdown.”

He sells you a beer for 1gp.

Innkeeper 4: “Enjoying your beer?”

You: “Yes thanks.”

Innkeeper 4: “How can you? How can you enjoy anything?”

You: “You’re not making it easy.”

Conversation over.



Option 3

You: “Overnight stay, please.”

Innkeeper 4: “One gold piece for an overnight stay.”

You pay 1gp.

Innkeeper 4: “Ah, overnight ..... only one night. Nothing is permanent. We are all doomed to be dust in the grand scheme of impermanence.”

You: “The bed?”

Innkeeper 4: “Ah yes, the bed. Upstairs. But I’m warning you, it’s a transitory physical thing of no lasting significance!”

You: “I don’t care so long as it’s comfortable.”

You sleep overnight. Conversation over.



Conversation 2



Option 1

You: “Let’s chat pointlessly.”

Innkeeper 4: “No.”

You: “Why not?”

Innkeeper 4: “I’ve got better things to do.”

You: “Oh? Like what?”

Innkeeper 4 bangs his head against the bar until you re-enter the location.

Conversation over.



Option 2

You: “Sell me a beer and give me a smile.”

Innkeeper 4: “I’ll sell you a beer.”

You hand over 1gp and receive a beer.

You: “Now the other part.”

Innkeeper 4: “I can’t.”

You: “Try.”

Innkeeper 4: “How about I do this instead....”

Innkeeper 4 bangs his head against the bar. You drink your beer. Innkeeper 4 continues to bang his head until you re-enter. Conversation over.



Option 3

You: “I’d like a bed for the night.”

You pay 1gp.

Innkeeper 4: “To sleep?”

You: “Of course to sleep.”

Innkeeper 4: “You’re lucky. I can’t sleep. Haven’t slept for seventeen years.”

You: “Bummer. Do you have an alternative method of relaxation?”

Innkeeper 4: “Only one thing works to ease the fevered thinking of my overactive mind.”

He bangs his head against the bar repeatedly.

You: “Hmmm, a novel technique. I’ll try the bed.”

Conversation over.



Conversation 3



Option 1

You: “What can you tell me about Minar Tragedy?”

Innkeeper 4: (banging his head against the bar, ‘singing’ to the tune of Madonna’s ‘Life Is A Mystery’) “Life - Is - A - Tra - ge - dy, Ev - Ry - One Must Die A - Lone -”

You: “Er, that’s not the kind of information I was after. Thanks anyway.”

Conversation over.



Option 2

You: “Beer.”

Innkeeper 4 pulls you a pint while continuing to bang his head against the bar. You pay 1gp. Conversation over.



Option 3

You: “Bed.”

You pay 1gp and take a room. Innkeeper 4 bangs his head harder and faster (note on motivation - ‘cos he’s jealous of your ability to sleep) as you leave. Conversation over.



Conversation 4



Option 1

You: “Does that hurt?”

Innkeeper 4: “Everything hurts.”

You: “Not as much as that.”

Innkeeper 4: (still banging his head) “It dulls the pain, the pain of living, the torment of sentience!”

You: “Mmm. Have you tried Aspirin?”

Innkeeper 4 yells and continues to bang his head. Conversation over.



Options 2 & 3

- same as Conversation 3



Conversation 5



Option 1

You: “Stop that at once, you foolish headbanger!”

Innkeeper 4 doesn’t stop banging his nut.

You: “Stop, I said!”

You step forward to restrain him. He headbutts you accidentally and you are knocked back with 1hp lost. Conversation over.



Options 2 & 3

- remain the same



Conversation 6 and all those thereafter



Option 1

You: “Mind if I join you?”

Innkeeper 4 bangs his head against the bar, then pauses.

Innkeeper 4: “There’d be no point.”

Conversation over.



Options 2 & 3

- as before



Responses to Greetings from New Arrivals

Innkeeper 4: “Greetings, fellow sufferer.”

Innkeeper 4: “My warmest regards ..... couldn’t heat up the chill heart of nature.”

Innkeeper 4: “Hello, I suppose.”



�Talking to The Gorgon



As you walk through Gorgon Valley .....



Narrator: (hushed, inspiring awe) “You are stumbling through a place of evil, a place of horror, a place of sheer scariness.... If you’re not scared,” (boldly, demanding) “...why not?”

On-screen, your knees start to knock as you walk. The close-up inset of your face shows and makes the sound of chattering teeth.

Narrator: “That’s more like it. You’re really scared now. Much more appropriate, because -” (importantly) “This is the Lair of The Gorgon! ... She slithers through her cavernous condominium like a serpent, striking fear into the hearts and minds of all sensibly scared adventurers, like a creature of terrible legend. Which is exactly what she is. These days.” (Pause, then nostalgically) “But it was not always so... before tragedy struck, The Gorgon was just another loathsome young monster who dreamt of stardom...”

Screen fades (with a hackneyed harp sound effect) into a ‘flashback’ sequence:

Three young women, two of them normal in appearance, the third being The Gorgon (complete with glowing eyes and hair of living snakes), stand in their typical teenage-girls’ bedroom, miming with hairbrushes in their hands to a pop song playing on the radio .....

Narrator: “The Gorgon and her two sisters, Mabel and Phyllis, would practice their song and dance routines in their bedroom for hours at a time.... they nurtured hopes, they cherished fantasies of themselves on stage, adored by millions of sad deluded fans.... And with the help of sequinned dresses, crates of make-up and an unscrupulous bastard of a manager, their dream cam true.... They were - The Gorgon Sisters!”

Screen cuts to the three sisters on stage, wearing sequinned dresses, being adored by millions, etc. [ Song? ELO: “Turn to Stone” ]

Narrator: “Alas, a sequence of bizarre tragedies struck down their career in its prime..... Jealousy.....”



Scene of The Gorgon Sisters arguing backstage in their dressing-room:

Mabel: (to Gorgon) “You’ve got the loudest voice!”

Phyllis: (to Gorgon) “You get all the attention!”

Gorgon: (modestly) “No .....”

Narrator: “Scandal .....”

Scene of The Gorgon Sisters on-stage:

Mabel: (to Gorgon) “Your hair ate my pizza!”

Mabel is clutching an empty pizza box.

Phyllis: “You turned all our fans to stone!”

The screaming of the fans stops - camera pulls back to reveal the audience, all stone, frozen in positions of dancing, applauding, etc.

Gorgon: “Oh no!”

Narrator: “And ‘Artistic Differences’ .....”

Scene of The Sisters on-stage, fighting:

Mabel: (to Gorgon) “Your singing is crap.”

Phyllis: (to Gorgon) “You look weird.”

Mabel: “You’re not human.”

Mabel and Phyllis together: “We’re going solo!”

Gorgon: (screaming, anguished) “Noooooo!”

Her eyes light up fiercely and she glares at her sisters, turning them to stone.

Narrator: “The Gorgon Sisters were no more .....”

Fade back to the Gorgon’s lair.

Narrator: “But The Gorgon doesn’t forget. Oh no, she will never forget.... ravaged by the cruel twists of a careless fate, she waits in her lair, waits to ensnare hapless adventurers....” (dramatically) “and turn them into statues!” 

Long pause. Nothing seems to be happening onscreen, only you with knocking knees and chattering teeth, as before.



You can now run away back the way you came, the Narrator chiding you,

Narrator: “Oh come on, it’s not all that scary. You chicken.”



or you can enter The Gorgon’s Cave (GVCAVE):

The Gorgon’s Cave is furnished with a few funny statues of previous victims -

Narrator: “Look, there’s a few she made earlier.”

- and is lit with flickering torches, soundtracked with scary, suspenseful music.

Narrator: “You’re petrified, aren’t you? You soon will be.”

Sound of slithering in the distance .....

Narrator: “The Gorgon approaches.... Listen to her slither towards you....” (Short pause.) “And for those of you listening in mono, the sound is coming from over there.”

Onscreen, an arrow appears and points to the cave-mouth on the left.

The Gorgon’s shadow appears on the wall, preceding her.

Gorgon: “Who iss it that daress to enter my cave.... without ‘phoning for an appointment firsst? Who iss it whose teeth I hear chattering in the darkness? WHO iss.....”

She stops. The shadow, which has been growing larger on the wall, is still save for the snake-hair’s wriggling.

Gorgon: “Hello? ‘Ssdatyou? Ssstatue?” (She laughs) “Iss that you? Sstatue! I love that gag!”



Right now, you can either use the sunglasses, or you can die. A simple choice, you’d think, but I’m sure plenty of people will get it wrong!

If you don’t wear the sunglasses, or don’t have them, the Gorgon comes in and says...



Gorgon: “Hi there! I was just out getting my hair done. What do you think?”

You: “Er... well, I....”

The rocky enchantment of the Gorgon’s stare stabs out at you with the sound of a Star Wars laser blast. You turn to stone.

Gorgon: “You like it, don’t you? I knew you would! Not one person has said anything nasty about my hair since I had it done!”

Cut to you, a statue. Cut back to Gorgon.

Gorgon: “Well, I can’t spend all day talking to you. I’m going out to show off my new look. Bye!”

She leaves. Conversation over. GAME OVER!



If you do wear the sunglasses then the Gorgon comes in and says....



Gorgon: “Mirrored sunglasses? Ooh! Let me see those...”

You: “No wait....”

The Gorgon’s eyes flash out a red laser-type effect (with suitable sound FX) which rebounds of your trendy shades and hits her full in the face. She turns to stone

Narrator: “I never thought I’d see her stoned! Well done, my friend. You’ve done well!”

�Talking to the Giant Spiders



The spiders hang around in the trees. They have a number of stock lines which they use....



Spider: “I’m a giant spider. Waddaya gonna do?”

Spider: “I’m up in the tree, you can’t get me!”

Spider: “My spider senses are tingling!”

Spider: “Oh what a tangled web we weave!”

Spider: “Hey! What happened to the rest of your legs?”



If they’ve got the cow, they’ll also say...



Spider: “We’ve got a cow, a lovely cow!”

Spider: “Cows are excellent. And we’ve got one!”

Spider: “We’ve got a whole cow... and you haven’t.”



If you’ve managed to take the cow from them, they’ll add...



Spider: “You took our cow. We don’t like you!”

Spider: “Give us our cow back!”

Spider: “What have you done with our cow?”



When you untangle the knot and release the cow, one of the spiders will say...



Spider: “Ooh! He’s/she’s stealing our cow. That’s not very nice!”



If you attempt to talk to the spiders, they will say one of the following...



Spider: “We’re not coming down, and there’s nothing you can say to persuade us!”

Spider: “Mother told us not to talk to strangers!”

Spider: “Go away, stranger!”

Spider: “Go away, we’ve got nothing to say!”



�Talking to Shopkeeper 1



She’s not terribly helpful in her Shop O' Stuff in Minar Tragedy. She says and does very little until you attempt to talk to her, at which point...



Shopkeeper 1: “Can I help you?”



Option 1

You: “Yes! I have come here to shop!”

Shopkeeper 1: “Then you’ve come to the right place because, by sheer good luck, this is a shop!”

You: “Show me what you’ve got!”

GOTO Shopping Sequence

Conversation over.



Option 2

You: “I’d like a few more minutes to decide...”

Shopkeeper 1: “To decide whether or not I can help you?”

You: “No, to decide whether or not I want to buy anything!”

Shopkeeper 1: “Take your time, we don’t close ‘til nightfall.”

Conversation over. It might be an idea to occasionally jump the clock forward to nightfall at this point...



Option 3

You: “No! You can’t help me, nobody can!”

Shopkeeper 1: “In that case, get out! I don’t want you standing around in here, getting in the way of all my other customers!”

You: “What other customers?”

Shopkeeper 1: “That’s what I mean! Look what a negative effect you’re having on my business!”

You leave the shop. Conversation over.



From then on, if you try to talk again....



Shopkeeper 1: “Can I help you?”



Option 1

You: “Yes! I want to buy something!”

GOTO Shopping sequence.



Option 2

You: “Just let me think what I need...”

Shopkeeper 1: “Just let me know when you’re ready.”

Conversation over.



Option 3

You: “No.”

Shopkeeper 1: “Fine.”

Conversation over.



Shopping Sequence



The shopping sequence will be a kind of automated catalogue thing, not unlike your inventory screen.



Shopkeeper 1: “See anything you like?”



 If you click on something...

You: “I’ll take this!”



If you can’t afford it....

Shopkeeper 1: “Can you afford it?”

You: “No.”

Shopkeeper 1: “Then you’ll have to choose something else.”



If you can afford it....

Shopkeeper 1: “Sold!”



If you decide you don’t want anything, click on the No Sale icon or press Escape or whatever, whereupon you will hear...

You: “Actually, I think I’ll come back later.”



Responses To Unsuccessful Spells

Shopkeeper 1: “Oh dear. I think I’ll have to wash this uniform when I get home tonight.”

Shopkeeper 1: “Gas? Oh no, I don’t think we sell anything like that. You should try that new place over near Mallowmere; they might have gas for you.”



Responses To Greetings From New Arrivals

Shopkeeper 1: “Hello there.”

Shopkeeper 1: “If it isn’t on the shelves, then we probably haven’t got it.”

Shopkeeper 1: “Hi. See anything you like?”



�Talking to Shopkeeper 2



Shopkeeper 2 is rather prim and proper. She runs the costume hire place in Flake Town.



If this is your first attempt to talk to her...



Shopkeeper 2: “May I be of some assistance?”



Option 1

You: “You may be... I wish to hire a costume!”

Shopkeeper 2: “Certainly. Let me see what’s available....”

GOTO Shopping sequence. Conversation over.



Option 2

You: “I don’t know. What kind of costumes do you have...?”

Shopkeeper 2: “Let me see what’s available....”

GOTO Shopping sequence. Conversation over.



Option 3

You: “No, but I think you may be of some annoyance if you don’t stop bothering me!”

Shopkeeper 2: “I’m sorry if...”

You: “Yeah, I’d be sorry if I looked like you! Just give me some space, and if I want anything I’ll come and get you!”

Shopkeeper 2: “The customer is always right.... I suppose!”

Conversation over.



If you have a costume in your possession and you try to talk to her....

Shopkeeper 2: “Returning the costume already? Why, thank you! Not all of my customers are so prompt.”

You return the costume to her. Conversation over.



If you haven’t got a costume and you attempt any further conversations with her, they will go like this....



Shopkeeper 2: “May I, once again, be of some assistance?”



Option 1

You: “Yes! I want to hire a costume!”

Shopkeeper 2: “Let me see if we have anything that would suit you....”

GOTO Shopping Sequence. Conversation over.



Option 2

You: “I don’t know whether I want a costume or not... I’ll let you know when I’ve decided.”

Shopkeeper 2: “I can hardly wait!”

Conversation over.



Option 3

You: “No! I don’t want anything at the moment!”

Shopkeeper 2: “Then that is what you shall receive!”

Conversation over.



Shopping Sequence



The shopping sequence will be a kind of automated catalogue thing, not unlike your inventory screen.



Shopkeeper 2: “Do any of these seem suitable?”



 If you click on something...

You: “I like the look of this one!”



If you can’t afford it....

Shopkeeper 2: “Can you afford such an outfit?”

You: “No.”

Shopkeeper 2: “Then I must encourage you to select something else.”



If you can afford it....

Shopkeeper 2: “A wise choice! It’s as if this costume was made for you!”



If it was never meant to be....

Shopkeeper 2: “Oh no! That wouldn’t suit you at all!”



If you decide you don’t want anything, click on the No Sale icon or press Escape or whatever, whereupon you will hear...

You: “You know what? I think I’ll come back later.”



There will come a point, as you try to leave Flake Town, still wearing or carrying the costume, when Shopkeeper 2 will appear...

Narrator: “As if by magic....”

Shopkeeper 2 appears next to you.

Narrator: “The shopkeeper appeared.”

Shopkeeper 2: “Just a moment, you forgot to return your costume. Perhaps I should save you the trouble and take it back myself...”

She takes the costume from you and disappears.

Conversation over.



Responses To Unsuccessful Spells

Shopkeeper 2: “Oh dear! It’s a good job I work in a costume hire shop, because I think I need to change my costume!”

Shopkeeper 2: “<sniff, sniff> If you’re going to do that sort of thing, you could at least go outside first!”



Responses To Greetings From New Arrivals

Shopkeeper 2: “Good day to you too.”

Shopkeeper 2: “Welcome to my establishment.”

Shopkeeper 2: “Hello. Please feel free to look round.”



�Talking to the RingWraiths



The nine wraiths, rather than being individually numbered, are treated according to the order in which you meet them, with the exception of the Ringleader, who has his own specific dialogue.



The First RingWraith you meet



Narrator: "Behold a RingWraith! One of nine black-robed fiends who scour the land in search of one thing ..... They have only one desire, one all-encompassing passion. Food can not satisfy their insatiable hunger. Sex means nothing to them. Computer games, movies and other forms of entertainment do not interest them in the slightest.... The RingWraiths each have a single burning purpose - to seek out a Magic Ring!"



Onscreen, the RingWraith sniffs the air and looks from side-to-side, holding its claws in the air and moving in short bursts of comical mock-subterfuge.



Narrator: "Watch how this one sniffs the air for a whiff of a magic ring.” (Pause.) “But unfortunately, there aren't any magic rings in the Kingdom O' Magic.” (Pause.) “So these hard-as-nails RingWraiths are wasting their time. It's quite pathetic, really."



The Wraith continues his cartoon-spy behaviour.



Option 1

You: "Howdy!"

RingWraith: (incredulous) "Howdy? Howdy?! Is that any way to greet a RingWraith?"

You: "How should I have greeted you?"

RingWraith: "Most people don't speak to us at all. But if they do it's usually something along the lines of, 'Good day to you, powerful and frightening seeker of rings'. (Short pause) Or 'Please don't hurt me'. Or sometimes just 'Hellooooaaaarrrrrrghhh'."

You: "Hellooooaaaarrrrrrghhh?"

RingWraith: "That's what folk say when I tear them apart with my claws."

You: "I see."

RingWraith: "I don't think you do. Let me show you."

If you don't run away quickly, the RingWraith attacks you and battle is initiated.

Conversation over.



Option 2

You: "So you're looking for magic rings, huh?"

RingWraith: "Yes, Einstein. I'm a RingWraith. I look for magic rings. It's what I do."

You: "And do you find it fulfilling?"

RingWraith: "Fulfilling? I hadn't really thought about it. I suppose it has the potential of fulfilment, but since I haven't actually found any magic rings yet, I have yet to experience that particular - hey, do you know what I do find fulfilling?"

You: "Do tell."

RingWraith: "This!"

The RingWraith attacks you.

Conversation over.



Option 3

You: "There aren't any magic rings in the Kingdom O' Magic."

RingWraith: (spitefully) "Liar!"

RingWraith attacks.

Conversation over.



The Second RingWraith you meet



Narrator: "Here's another one of those RingWraiths, who scour the land in search of magic rings. If you have any pity, bestow it on this poor creature.” (Pause.) “Or kill him. It's not up to me to tell you how to play the game."�

Option 1

You: "Ring-a-ding-ding!"

RingWraith: (Pause.) "Are you making fun of me?"�You: "What do you think?"

RingWraith attacks.

Conversation over.



Option 2

You: “Haven’t we met before?”

RingWraith: “No.”

You: “You RingWraiths all look the same to me.”

RingWraith: (angrily) “You bigot! You will die for your racist slurs!”

He attacks you.

Conversation over.



Option 3

You: "There aren't any magic rings in the Kingdom O' Magic."

RingWraith: "I've heard that before."

You: (surprised) "You have?"

RingWraith: "Oh yes, many times."

You: "But you still continue to look for magic rings?"

RingWraith: "My boss reckons it's a rumour, that's all. No substance to it."

You: “It’s true!”

RingWraith: “You shouldn’t believe everything you’re told.” (Pause.) “I’m going to kill you now.”

You: “I don’t believe you.”

RingWraith attacks you.

Conversation over.



The Third RingWraith you meet



Option 1

You: "Neat contacts you're wearing."

RingWraith: “Huh?”

You: “Those contact lenses. Very nice. A lovely shade of neon.”

RingWraith growls.

You: “You must refer me to your optometrist.”

RingWraith: (slowly, angrily) “I’m not wearing contact lenses.”

You: (shocked) “Oh. Then those are your .....”

RingWraith growls and launches an attack.

Conversation over.



Option 2

You: "I know something you don’t.”

RingWraith: (eagerly) “What?”

You: “Not telling.”

RingWraith: “Go on.”

You: “If I told you then you’d know and I wouldn’t have an advantage over you.”

RingWraith: “But you don’t have an advantage over me.”

You: (gloating) “Oh yes I do.”

RingWraith: “You won’t when you’re dead.”

He attacks you.

Conversation over.



Option 3

You: "There aren't any magic rings in the Kingdom O' Magic."

RingWraith: "Well, you would say that, wouldn't you?"�You: "Would I?"

RingWraith: "You would if you were carrying a magic ring and you didn't want me to have it. Rrrrrgggh!"

He attacks you.

Conversation over.



The Fourth RingWraith you meet



RingWraith: "Ring! Ring! (Short pause.) Ring! Ring!"



Option 1

You: "Will somebody please answer that?"

RingWraith: “What? Where?”

You laugh. Conversation over.



Option 2

You: “My, what big eyes you have...”

RingWraith: “All the better to... hold on a minute, that can’t be right.”

You: “Now that you mention it, it does seem wrong.”

RingWraith: “That sounds like big bad wolf dialogue. Is there a big bad wolf in the game?”

Narrator: “No big bad wolves. One granny, but no big bad wolves.”

You: “Something’s gone wrong with the script.”

RingWraith: “That must be it. Still, it means that we can now say anything we like.”

You: “I suppose so. Let’s have some fun!”

RingWraith: “How many programmers does it take to change a light bulb?”

You: “I don’t know...”

RingWraith: “None, it’s a hardware problem!”

You: “Very good. How many surrealists does it take to change a lightbulb?”

RingWraith: “I don’t know.”

You: “Banana!”

RingWraith: “I got one... how many designers does it take to change a lightbulb?”

You: “Tell me...”

RingWraith: “Does it have to be a lightbulb?”

You: “Very good.... do you think they’ve got the script sorted out yet?”

RingWraith: “I don’t know. Let’s just finish talking and hope the rest of the conversations aren’t screwed up!”

You: “Okay.”

Conversation over.



Option 3

You: "There aren't any magic rings in the Kingdom O' Magic."

RingWraith: "That's disinformation."

You: "Is it?"

RingWraith: "Designed to throw us off the scent." (He sniffs.)

RingWraith sniffs around you then walks off.

Conversation over.



The Fifth RingWraith you meet



Option 1

You: “I trust your employer pays you well for all the sniffing around you have to do...”

RingWraith: “We’re on a commission scheme. A thousand gold coins for every ring we find.”

You: “So, what did you earn last year?”

RingWraith: “You ask too many questions!”

He attacks you. Conversation over.



Option 2

You: "Tell me about the fringe benefits of being a RingWraith...."

RingWraith: “Well, the hours are a bit much, but we get long holidays, DarkLord charge card, use of company horse, pension plan, medical plan...”

You: “How good is the medical plan?”

RingWraith: “I don’t know. Why?”

You: “Because you’re about to need it!”

You attack him. Conversation over.



Option 3

You: "I bet you have a really easy time of it, being a RingWraith...”

RingWraith: “What do you mean?”

You: “Work when you feel like it, cheating those expense accounts, not having to stop at red lights, and everything.”

RingWraith: “Jealous?”

You: “I don’t know. What do you think?”

You attack him. Conversation over.



The Sixth RingWraith you meet



Option 1

You: "Who are you then?"

RingWraith: "Who am I? What do I look like?! A travelling cosmetic salesman? I'm a RingWraith!"

You: "But who are you really?"

RingWraith: "I'm a RingWraith, seeker of magic rings. That's all you need to know."

You: "Yes, yes. But who are you in real life?"

RingWraith: “This is real life. Sniffing for magic rings. That’s it!”

You: “Sad.”

Conversation over.



Option 2

You: “Sniff off!”

RingWraith: “Okay.”

RingWraith sniffs off.

Conversation over.



Option 3

You: "There aren't any magic rings in the Kingdom O' Magic."

RingWraith: “Liar!”

You: “But don’t you approve of lying, you being an evil scumsucking RingWraith ‘n’ all?”

RingWraith: (Pause.) “You got me there. I guess I do approve of lying. So go ahead, lie some more.”

You: “There are millions of magic rings hidden throughout the Kingdom O’ Magic.”

RingWraith: (Pause.) “I’d better go sniff them out then.”

He leaves. Conversation over.



The Seventh RingWraith you meet.



Option 1

You: "If I had a magic ring, you could have it."

RingWraith: "But you don't have one, do you?"

You: "No, but if I did have a magic ring, I would give it to you unconditionally."

RingWraith: "That's hypothetically very generous of you."

Conversation over.



Option 2

You: "Are you famous?"

RingWraith: (proudly) "Yes indeed! I'm famous for being the only RingWraith who almost found a magic ring."

You: (sarcastically) “Well done!”

RingWraith: (proudly) “Thankyou.”

Conversation over.



Option 3

You: "There aren't any magic rings in the Kingdom O' Magic."

RingWraith: "I've heard about you."

You: (surprised) "You have? Nothing slanderous, I hope?"

RingWraith: "You're the one going round telling RingWraiths that there's no magic rings in the Kingdom O' Magic."

You: "Well there aren't."

RingWraith: "It is you!"

You: “Okay, it’s me.”

RingWraith: “You’re just a freewheeling iconoclast, that’s all you are!”

Conversation over.



The Eighth RingWraith you meet



Option 1

You: “I’ve got a magic ring at home.”

RingWraith: “No, you’re teasing me!”

You: “Really. I keep it in a drawer, under my socks.”

RingWraith: “Your socks, are they magic too?”

You: “No, they’re normal socks. The magic ring is magic enough for one piece of domestic furniture!”

RingWraith: “Can I come home with you and check it out?”

You: “I won’t be going home for awhile. I’ve got an adventure to complete.”

RingWraith: “When? When?”

You: “Could be hours. Who can tell? Come back later.”

RingWraith: “Okay.”

He leaves. Conversation over.



Option 2

You: “Isn’t it rather warm to be wearing black?”

RingWraith: “It hides the dirt.”

Conversation over.



Option 3

You: "There aren't any magic rings in the Kingdom O' Magic."

RingWraith: “BEEP off!”

Conversation over.



Talking to the RingLeader



If this is the first time you have met the RingLeader, but you have already met some of the others:



Narrator: "A RingWraith! But this is no ordinary RingWraith. Sure, he has the same glowing eyes, the same off-the-peg black robe and the same passion for non-existent magic rings. But there is one important distinction between this particular RingWraith and all the others ..... this wraith is the RingLeader!"



RingLeader: (in a squeaky nasal voice) "Rings! Rings!"



Narrator: "Make that two important distinctions. Countless years spent fruitlessly sniffing the Kingdom have given him an incurable sinus infection."



RingLeader: "Give me magic rings!"



Narrator: "Tragic."



RingLeader: ""Got any magic rings for me?"



Option 1

You: "Sure!"

RingLeader: "So where are they then?"

You: "What?"

RingLeader: "The magic rings, of course! Give them to me!"

You: "Actually, I haven't got any."

RingLeader: "Don't mess me around!"

You: "I just wanted to hear you talk. Your voice is so amusing."

RingLeader: "It's rather unfair of you to pick on someone just because they've got a disability - but that's not why I'm going to kill you."

You: "Why are you going to kill me then?"

RingLeader: "Er, I ..... I'll kill you first, then I'll think of a reason."

RingLeader attacks you.

Conversation over.



Option 2

You: "There aren't any magic rings in the Kingdom O' Magic."

RingLeader: (sighing) "I'm the RingLeader. You think I don't know that? Of course there's no magic rings. Haven't been for years -"

You: "But you spend all your time looking for them?"

RingLeader: "It's a job."

You: "So you look for magic rings even though you realise that they don't exist?"

RingLeader: "It fills the time."

You: "That's incredibly pointless. But what makes it even worse is that you employ how many RingWraiths?"

RingLeader: "Eight."

You: "You employ eight other RingWraiths to look for magic rings with you. What a waste of time, energy and manpower."

RingLeader: "Yes, it's a good career. You wanna join? I'm always looking for new recruits."



Option 2.1

You: "Yes! Enlist me now. I want to be a RingWraith."

RingLeader: "Great! Now if you'll come with me I'll get you measured for the robe and -"

Narrator: "Hold on a minute. (Pause.) What do you think you're doing?"

You: "I'm joining the RingWraiths. The RingLeader here says its a good career -"

Narrator: "It may be a 'good career' but haven't you forgotten something?"

You: "What?"

Narrator: (angrily) "You're on a Quest! You're committed to fighting the forces of evil! You can't go off and join the ranks of the enemy just when you feel like it, you know! There are rules and regulations about these things."

You: "I'm sorry. I didn't think it through properly."

Narrator: "Now tell the nice Mr. RingLeader that you won't be able to join him today, that you're on a quest and you're very sorry but he's evil and you're going to have to kill him or die in the attempt."

You: "I can't say that!"

Narrator: (firmly) "Say it!"

You: "I apologise for my impetuosity Mr. RingLeader but I won't be able to join you today, I'm on a quest and I'm very sorry but you're evil and I'm going to have to kill you or die in the attempt."

RingLeader: "I understand. (Pause.) Let's fight to the death then, shall we?"

You fight RingLeader to the death, his or yours.

Conversation over.



Option 2.2

You: “No thank you. I’ve got alternative employment.”

RingLeader: “Oh, the RingWraith Racket’s not good enough for you, eh?”

You: “It’s not that, just -”

RingLeader: “Don’t try to justify yourself. You don’t know what you’re missing -”

You: “I’m not sniffing rings for a living!”

RingLeader: “Oh come on! Don’t knock it ‘til you’ve tried it. There’s nothing like the sweet aroma of a genuine Magic Ring -”

You: “What does it smell like?”

RingLeader: “You’ll never know!”

You: (under breath) “And nor will you.”

You attack him. Conversation over.



Option 2.3

You: "Forget it. You should consult a qualified medical professional about those sinuses."

RingLeader: “You’d talk like this if you’d been elbowed in the nose repeatedly.”

You: “Is that what happened to you?”

RingLeader: “No, that’s what’s gonna happen to you.”

RingLeader attacks you. Conversation over.



Option 3

You: “Go sniff your own ring.”

RingLeader: “Been there. Done it. Sniffed it.”

Conversation over.



(Remember to record all of the following with both the standard RingWraith voice AND the RingLeader voice!)



Further attempts to speak to a RingWraith will usually have them simply sniffing at you in the various ways it is possible to sniff (eg. contemptuously, haughtily, inquisitively), or they might say:

RingWraith: “Sorry, can’t talk now. Give me a ring sometime.”

RingWraith: “Don’t talk to me! I’m only after your ring.”



Standard Greetings Upon Arrival

RingWraith: “Rings! Rings!”

RingWraith: “Lose weight now! Ask me how!”

RingWraith: “No ring is safe from our inspection!”



Responses To Greetings From New Arrivals

RingWraith: “Back! Back! To Kori-Dor we will take you!”

RingWraith: “I am a servant of the Dark Lord, and choosing the right fluoride toothpaste is important to me!”





�Talking to the Gnomes



When you stumble across the Gnomes’ picnic, you encounter the three tiny chums clustered around a woollen blanket which is laid flat across the ground. Upon this blanket is the desired Tupperware. If you attempt to take the Tupperware while any of the gnomes are (currently) alive, a gnome will run headlong into your legs, knocking you over in an inoffensive, causing-no-hit-points-damage kinda way. The gnomes ‘artificially intelligent’ behaviour consists of a routine of sitting down, standing up, squeaking, running around the Tupperware and bumping into one another.



To access the Tupperware, you must kill the gnomes. After a few seconds, the gnomes tend to spring back to life.



The gnomes may be squashed directly, or as the outcome to a ‘conversation’. If all three gnomes find themselves dead simultaneously, you may now take the Tupperware.



Talking to the Gnomes	- if they still possess the Tupperware



All the gnomes are the same (except for their colour scheme....)



First conversation with a Gnome



Option 1

You: “Greetings to you, cute picnicking creature of the woods.”

Gnome: (standard) “Squeak.”

Conversation over.



Option 2

You: “Hi, shortstuff.”

Gnome: (standard) “Squeak.”

Conversation over.



Option 3

You: “Would you be offended if I crushed you brutally?”

Gnome: (standard) “Squeak.”

You attack the gnome.

Conversation over.



Second conversation with a Gnome



Option 1

You: “Hello, vertically-challenged one.”

Gnome: (friendly) “Squeak!”

Conversation over.



Option 2

You: “You could do with a squirt of oil.”

Gnome: (unamused) “Squeak.”

Conversation over.



Option 3

You: “Let’s do the midget stomp.”

Gnome: (uncomprehending) “Squeak?”

You stomp on him.

Conversation over.



Third conversation with a Gnome



Option 1

You: “Nice picnic. Lovely Tupperware.”

Gnome: (politely) “Squeak.”

Conversation over.



Option 2

You: “Nice picnic. Where’s the food?”

Gnome: (stupidly) “Squeak?”

Conversation over.



Option 3

You: “Your best friend is a mouse.”

Gnome: (uncaring) “Squeak.”

Conversation over.



Fourth conversation with a Gnome



Option 1

You: “You lead a fascinating lifestyle.”

Gnome: (charmed) “Squeak.”

Conversation over.



Option 2

You: “How do I kill you guys? I ask with respect.”

Gnome: (patiently) “Squeak, Squeak, Squeak.”

Conversation over.



Option 3

You: “Die, pip-squeak!”

Gnome: (bravely) “Squeak.”

You attack the Gnome.

Conversation over.



Fifth conversation with a Gnome



Option 1

You: “Tupperware rules!”

Gnome: (enthusiastically) “Squeak!”

Conversation over.



Option 2

You: “There’s more to life than Tupperware.”

Gnome: (critically) “Squeak.”

Conversation over.



Option 3

You: “I’m gonna kill you and take your Tupperware.”

Gnome: (fearfully) “Squeak!”

You stomp on the Gnome.

Conversation over.



Sixth conversation with a Gnome



Option 1

You: “You Gnomes are great conversationalists.”

Gnome: (chattily) “Squeak? Squeak Squeak. Squeak. Squeak, Squeak! Squeak.”

Conversation over.



Option 2

You: “Whatever I say, you’re just gonna reply with a ‘squeak’, aren’t you?”

Gnome: (emphatically) “Squeak!”

Conversation over.



Option 3

You: “There’s a boot here with your name on it.”�Gnome: (warily) “Squeak?”

You attack the gnome. Conversation over.



Seventh conversation with a Gnome



Option 1

You: “Let’s talk culture.”

Gnome: (enthusiastically) “Squeak!”



Option 1.1

You: “What is your considered opinion of the post-modern hypothesis ..... that our age of neo-rationality has precipitated a crisis in our collective perception of ‘reality’, that culture has buckled under the onslaught of a too-hasty embracing of cosmopolitanism and has led to an irreversible fragmentation of both the individual and institutional models of identity, morality and the perspicacity of societal dialectics?”

Long pause - you’ll begin to think the computer has crashed. Then .....

Gnome: (doubtfully) “Squeak?”

Conversation over.



Option 1.2

You: “D’ya ever watch daytime soap-operas?”

Gnome: (enthusiastically) “Squeak!”

Conversation over.



Option 1.3

You: “You remind me of a certain bacteria.”

Gnome: (puzzled) “Squeak?”

You: (short pause then) “I didn’t think you’d get it.”

Conversation over.



Option 2

You: “Let’s talk politics.”

Gnome: (bored) “Squeak.”



Option 2.1

You: “How can we rescue the world from the perennial threat of fascism?”

Gnome: (thoughtfully) “Squeak?”

You: (thoughtfully) “The leaders of our most significant nations haven’t yet tried that approach. I wonder .....” (Pause.)

Narrator: (aside, critically) “It would never work.”

Conversation over.



Option 2.2

You: “Who’d you vote for last time?”

Gnome: (standard) “Squeak.”

You: “But their policies were rubbish! They were all image and no substance!”

Gnome: (haughtily) “Squeak.”

You: “Yes, they did get elected though.”

Conversation over.



Option 2.3

You: “Would it be politically incorrect to stomp on you?”

Gnome: (affirmatively) “Squeak.”

You stomp on the Gnome.

Conversation over.



Option 3

You: “Let’s talk flat Gnome.”

Gnome: (warily) “Squeak?”

You stomp him.

Conversation over.



Thereafter, any attempt to speak to a Gnome before you have taken the Tupperware will present you with the menu:



Option 1

You: “Squeak.”



Option 2

You: “Squeak?”



Option 3

You: “Squeak!”



and the Gnome will respond randomly from a vast repertoire of replies including:

Gnome: (ecstatically) “Squeak!”

Gnome: (ridiculously) “Squeak.”

Gnome: (moronically) “Squeak?”

Gnome: (pissed) “Shqqwweakshhhh!”



- basically, record the actors saying “Squeak” in as many different ways as possible.



First Conversation with a Gnome - after you have taken the Tupperware



Option 1

You: “Hello again. Sorry about the ultraviolence but I required your Tupperware.”

Gnome: (forgivingly) “Squeak.”

Conversation over.



Option 2

You: “You’re only a Gnome.”

Gnome: (fatalistically) “Squeak.”

Conversation over.



Option 3

You: “Thankyou for the Tupperware, but I found the process of getting it more gratifying.”

Gnome: “Squeak.”

You stomp on the Gnome.

Conversation over.



Second conversation with a Gnome - after you have taken the Tupperware



Option 1

You: “I’m going to squash you because I don’t seem to have a choice.”

Gnome: (understanding, accepting) “Squeak.”

You attack the Gnome.

Conversation over.



Option 2

You: “I’m going to squash you because it’s fun and, as experience shows, it isn’t permanently fatal.”

Gnome: (eagerly) “Squeak!”

You attack the Gnome.

Conversation over.



Option 3

You: “I’m going to squash you ‘cos I’m a vicious bastard.”

Gnome: (agreeing with your self-assessment) “Squeak.”

You attack the gnome. Conversation over.



Third conversation with a Gnome - after you have taken the Tupperware



Option 1

You: “Die.”

Gnome: (standard) “Squeak.”

Gnome dies.

Conversation over.



Option 2

You: “Die!”

Gnome: (worried) “Squeak?”

Gnome dies.

Conversation over.



Option 3

You: “DIE!”

Gnome: (scared) “Squeak!”

Gnome dies.

Conversation over.



Fourth conversation with a Gnome - after you have taken the Tupperware



Option 1

You: “DIE AGAIN!”



Option 2

You: “DIE AGAIN!”



Option 3

You: “DIE AGAIN!”



Yes, all three options are now identical. After each, the Gnome gives a terrified “SQUEAK!!” and is crushed.



Fifth conversation with a Gnome - after you have taken the Tupperware



The same as the fourth conversation, then the Narrator adds his comment;

Narrator: “May I bring it to your attention that there are no points for killing Gnomes.”



Sixth conversation with a Gnome - after you have taken the Tupperware



The same as the fourth conversation, then the Narrator adds this comment;

Narrator: “It’s bloodthirsty people like you that give computer games a bad name.”



Seventh conversation with a Gnome - after you have taken the Tupperware



The same as the fourth conversation, BUT this time you automatically kill all of the gnomes in one single stomp-frenzy!

You: “I did it. I finally did it. I killed them once and for all!”

Narrator: “You did good, a big guy like you despatching helpless little Gnomes in just less than a week.”



The Gnomes are now apparently really down for good.



Then, when you leave the location, just as you leave the screen, all three Gnomes pop up from the ground and shield up? From now on, the gnomes are immortal. If this proves a difficult sequence to do, just leave ‘em dead!



�Talking to the Giant



The giant is a woman - a big woman - a fifty foot woman! It’s her birthday, and she’s baking herself a cake....



If this is our first cosy chat and you haven’t given her the raisins...



Option 1

You: “Hello? Anybody up there?”

Giant: “Who said that? Oh! Hello down there, little visitor. Have you come to wish me a happy birthday?”



Option 1.1

You: “Ooh yes! Happy Birthday to you!”

Giant: “Thanks. I just wish it was....”

Continues after 1.3



Option 1.2

You: “Is it your birthday today?”

Giant: “Yes. Well, sort of...”

You: “Sort of?”

Giant: “It might not actually be my birthday today...”

You: “Then why should I wish you a happy birthday?”

Giant: “Because I’m much MUCH bigger than you are.”

You: “An excellent point. Happy birthday!”

Giant: “Thank you. But not everything is going according to plan....”

Continues after 1.3



Option 1.3

You: “Why should I wish you a happy birthday? I hardly know you!”

Giant: “Because I could accidentally step on you and not even notice?”

You: “I see what you mean. Happy birthday!”

Giant: “Sadly, my big day may well turn out to be an unhappy one....”



Option 1.3.1

You: “Don’t worry, just smile, and the whole world will smile with you!”

Giant: “I bet you’d like to teach the world to sing...”

You: “In perfect harmony...”

Giant: “I thought so! Get lost, kid. I don’t need some indestructibly happy soul ruining a perfectly good depression!”

Conversation over.



Option 1.3.2

You: “What’s wrong?”

Giant: “It’s my birthday cake! I can’t get any raisins and I need them for this recipe...”

Conversation over.



Option 1.3.3

You: “You think your life has static? You’re just lucky you’re not me!”

Giant: (pauses) “Yes, I think I am!”

Conversation over.



Option 2

You: “Doctor Livingstone, I presume?”

Giant: “You presume wrong. I’m just your everyday giant...”

You: “Everyday giant?”

Giant: “Well, right now I’m a birthday giant. I was baking myself a cake but I couldn’t get any raisins...”

Conversation over.



Option 3

You: “Boy, and I thought I had trouble finding clothes to fit me!”

Giant: “Yes, I really must try and lose some weight...”

You: “For convenience you should really try to lose some height as well!”

Giant: “Yes, I’ll start my diet soon. Right after I eat my birthday cake.”

You: “Birthday cake?”

Giant: “Yes, it’s my birthday and I’m trying to bake a cake, but I feel I need some new ingredients, something to enhance the flavour. Raisins would have been nice, but everywhere was sold out of them...”

Conversation over.



If you attempt any further conversation with the Giant (until you give her the raisins) she will respond with one of the following....



Giant: “Go away. I don’t feel like talking right now!”

Giant: “How can you think of talking when my cake is still without raisins?!”

or

You: “Don’t shed tears over a simple birthday cake...”

Giant: “It’s my birthday, and I’ll cry if I want to...”

You: “Cry if you want to?”

Giant: “Cry if I want to. You would cry too if this happened to you!”



If you give the raisins to the Giant, she responds....

Giant: “Raisins! Oh good! Wherever did you get them?!”

You: “In the Backwood forest...”

Giant: “Backwood? The place with all the spiders? I’ve never seen raisins there...”

You: “You won’t see spiders there anymore...”

Giant: “Anyway! Now I can bake my lovely cake...”

Cut to recipe card, with all the ingredients and instructions for making a raisin fruit cake. Cut back to game screen...

Giant: “And once it comes out of the oven, simply ice it.... like so..... and then add the candles.... ah, there’s one left over, catch!”

She drops the giant candle down to you.

Giant: “And now, if you’ll excuse me, I’ll get on with my favourite part... eating it!”

We hear her as she starts to eat the cake. Conversation over.



Any further attempts to talk with the Giant will elicit one of the following responses...

Giant: (with mouth full) “It’s rude to speak with your mouth full!”

Giant: “I can’t talk now. I’m eating!”

Giant: “Come back later, when I’ve finished this cake!”



Responses To Unsuccessful Spells

only if she’s not eating cake....

Giant: “It’ll take a bigger spell than that to get me going!”

Giant: “Have I left the gas on? I haven’t started cooking yet, I’m still waiting for the ingredients to make my cake!”



Responses To Greetings From New Arrivals

only if she’s not eating cake....

Giant: “These visitors just keep getting smaller and smaller....”

Giant: “Watch where you stand - I don’t want you getting under my feet!”





�Talking to the Caged Beastie



He’s small. He’s bizarre. He doesn’t have any arms! He’s the caged beastie, and we find him incarcerated at the top of the wizard’s tower in Rhtegard.



The first time you attempt to talk to him when he’s in his cage...



Option 1

You: “Hello! You’re an unusual little creature.”

Beastie: <Disagreeable sounds.>

Conversation over.



Option 2

You: “I’ve never seen anything quite like you. What kind of creature are you?”

Beastie: <More disagreeable sounds.>

Conversation over.



Option 3

You: “No arms, eh? I suppose a game of tennis is out of the question then?”

Beastie: <Furious barrage of sounds!>

Conversation over.



The second conversation with him in his cage...



Option 1

You: “I can’t understand a word you’re saying, what should I do?”

Beastie: <Sounds that imply ‘open the cage you moron’!>

You: “I don’t know what you want...”

Beastie: “<Sounds like ‘putz’!>

Conversation over.



Option 2

You: “Do you want me to open this cage for you?”

Beastie: <Frenzy of agreement sounds!>

You: “Okay!”

You open the cage and the beastie leaps out making happy sounds.

Conversation over.



Option 3

You: “Perhaps I should just leave you in that cage forever!”

Beastie: <Desperate commotion at the thought of staying in the cage!>

Conversation over.



Any subsequent conversations with beastie in his cage will go...



Option 1

You: “Tell me what to do.”

Beastie: <Wearily ‘open the bloody cage’!>

Conversation over.



Option 2

You: “Let me open that cage for you....”

Beastie: <Frenzy of agreement sounds!>

You open the cage and the beastie leaps out making happy sounds.

Conversation over.



Option 3

You: “Do you want me to leave you alone?”

Beastie: <Desperate commotion at the thought of staying in the cage!>

Conversation over.



Once you’ve opened the cage, any conversations with the beastie will go as follows...



Option 1

You: “Follow me!”

Beastie: <Obedient sounds.>

Beastie follows you wherever possible.



Option 2

You: “Stay here!”

Beastie: <Obedient sounds.>

Beastie will wait here until told otherwise.



Option 3

You: “Look, it’s not that I don’t want you anywhere near me, but I think you should go and wait for me in the tavern in Flake Town.”

Beastie: <Questioning sounds?>

You: “Myself and a few other characters are going to defend the town from an invasion. You could join in?”

Beastie: <Agreeable sounds.>

You: “Okay, see you later!”

Beastie: <Farewell sounds.>

Beastie hops away, recruited. Conversation over.



Responses To Unsuccessful Spells

Beastie: <Worried sounds, as if you were struck down by atomic laxatives....>

Beastie: <Concerned sounds, then more resolved, as if you thought you’d left the gas on then remembered you only had electric.>



Responses To Greetings From New Arrivals

Beastie: <Uninterested sounds.>
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